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I 
PREFATORY  NOTE 

A  CHRISTMAS   CAROL 

**  It  is  good  to  be  childi-en  sometimes,  and  never  better  than 
at  Christmas  when  its  mighty  Founder  was  a  child  himself." 
So  wrote  Charles  Dickens,  who  was,  in  a  peculiar  sense,  a 
living  embodiment  of  the  true  Christmas  spirit.  He  gave  to 
the  observance  of  the  festival  a  merry  conceit,  a  quaint  joUity, 
and  a  tender  thoughtfuluess  that  radiated  peace  and  good  will 
to  all  who  came  within  the  magic  circle  of  his  earnest  and 
beautiful  influence.  In  his  own  home  the  holiday  time  was 
given  up  to  merry-making  and  hospitaUty,  to  which  Dickens 
lent  himself  with  all  the  ardor  of  a  child,  originating  charming 
and  novel  games,  and  writing  and  acting  in  plays  for  the 
amusement  of  his  family  and  guests,  never  losing  sight  of  tha'v, 
broader  helpfulness  which  found  expression  in  love  and  charity 
toward  all  mankind. 

Such  was  the  attitude  toward  Christmas  wiich  Dickens 
brought  to  the  construction  of  the  Christmas  Carol,  one  of 
the  masterpieces  of  English  literature,  and,  next  to  Pickivick 
and  David  Copperfield,  the  most  popular  of  hie  works.  The 
Carol  was  the  first  and  best  of  his  Christmas  books,  and  it  is 
interesting  to  note,  by  the  way,  that  at  the  first  of  those  public 
readings  with  which  Dickens  delighted  his  hearers,  he  chose 

selections  fi-om  the  Carol,  it  ever  afterward  IjeiBg  a  great 
favorite  with  his  audiences. 
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For  a  number  of  years  Dickens  had  wished  to  write  a  book 
of  about  the  same  length  as  the  Vicar  of  Wakefield,  and  when 
in  October,  1843,  the  idea  of  the  Carol  occurred  to  him,  his 
mind  at  once  reverted  to  his  original  project,  and  in  this  way 

Ooldsmith's  novel  determined  the  length,  and,  to  some  extent, 
influenced  the  writing  of  Dickens's  fii'st  Christmas  book.  His 
purpose,  as  he  himself  explains,  was  in  "  a  whin,sical  kind  of 
mask,  which  the  good  humour  of  the  season  justified,  to  awaken 
some  loving  and  forbearing  thoughts  never  out  of  season  in  a 

Christian  land." 
Although  at  the  time  he  was  engaged  in  the  production  of 

Martin  Ghuzzlewit,  he  threw  himself  into  the  writing  of  this 
little  book,  not  only  with  his  accustomed  earnestness,  but  with 
such  deep  personal  interest  in  the  subject  itself,  that  it  seemed 

to  take  entu'e  possession  of  him.  He  laughed  and  cried  over 
it,  walked  miles  v  Loudon  streets  thinking  about  it  while 
others  slept,  and  wrote  to  a  friend  in  America  that  when  it 
was  finished  late  in  November  he  broke  loose  like  a  madman. 

Just  before  Christmas,  1843,  the  Carol  was  published  by 
Messrs.  Chapman  and  Hall  in  one  volume,  with  four  colored 
illustrations  and  four  woodcuts  by  John  Leech.  For  the 

preface  Dickens  wrote  as  follows  :  "  I  have  endeavoured  in  this 
ghostly  little  book  to  raise  the  Ghost  of  an  idea,  which  shall 
not  put  my  readers  out  of  humour  with  themselves,  with  each 

other,  -with  the  season,  or  with  me.  May  it  haunt  their  homes 
pleasantly,  and  no  one  wish  to  lay  it."  The  expense  of  the 
production  was  very  great,  and  the  price  charged,  five  shillings 
a  volume,  so  small  that  Dickens  was  bitterly  disappointed  at 
not  receiving  larger  profits  from  his  venture. 

The  novelty  of  the  theme  and  the  beauty  of  its  treatment 
instantly  caught  the  public  favor,  and  Dickens  received  num- 

berless letters  congratulating  him  on  its  success  and  thanking 
him  for  the  pleasure  he  had  given.  Its  popularity  has  never 
waned,  and  now,  as  then,  there  are  innumerable  homes  where 
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"  the  Carol  has  come  to  be  read  aloud,  is  kept  on  a  little  shelf 
by  itself,  and  does  us  all  no  end  of  good." 

In  the  Carol  Dickens  gave  his  faneiftil  imagination  free 
rein,  and  introduces  supernatural  machinery  with  telling  effect. 
Its  pictures  are  vividly  painted,  its  plot  cleverly  conceived  and 

worked  out.  In  it  we  find  all  Dickens's  great  powers  at  their 
best,  —  brilliant  imagination,  delicious  humor,  simple,  tender 
pathos,  and  strong  characterization. 

The  miserly  Scrooge  is  a  masterly  creation.  It  is  wonderful 
how  imperceptibly  his  hard  heart  is  torn  and  softened  by  hia 

terrible  visit  fioin  Marley's  ghost ;  and  by  his  interviews  with 
the  Ghost  of  Christmas  Past,  who  shows  him  scenes  of  his 
childhood  and  youth  ;  of  Christmas  Present,  who  gives  him 
glimpses  into  the  happy  homes  of  his  nephew  and  the  Cratehits, 
and  into  the  squalid  life  of  the  hopeless  poor;  of  Christmas 

Future,  who  forecasts  Scrooge's  own  horrible  fate  to  die  im- 
mourned  and  unregretted  by  a  single  soxil.  When  he  wakes 
and  happily  finds  it  all  a  dream,  his  eagerness  to  set  right  all 

the  wrongs  begotten  of  his  surly,  selfish  spirit  takes  one's 
breath  away  by  its  unexpectedness  and  contrast  with  his 
former  self. 

The  Carol  takes  hold  upon  our  sensibilities,  and  is  so  nearly 
perfect  that  it  is  the  one  book  critics  cannot  bear  to  criticise. 
It  contains  the  whole  gospel  of  Christmas ;  it  calls  upon  us 
then  to  give  ourselves  up  to  mirth  and  good  cheer ;  it  kindles 
our  hearts  anew  into  a  glow  of  thankfulness  and  unselfishness  j 
it  bids  us  build  larger  hearth  fires  and  let  their  cheery  warmth 
embrace  all  mankind  ;  it  opens  our  doors  upon  a  more  generous 

and  self-forgetting  hospitality ;  it  invites  us  fervently  and  rever- 
ently to  consider  Him  whose  message  of  love  and  peace  Dickens 

thus  sent  abroad  with  wonderful  power  for  good  to  a  :veary 
world. 

Lord  Jeffiey  wrote  to  Dickens  respecting  the  Carol :  "  You 
should  be  happy  yourself,  for  you  have  done  more  good  by  this 
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little  publication,  fostered  more  kiudy  fedkigs,  and  prompted 
more  positive  acts  of  beueficence  thaa  can  be  traced  to  all  the 

pulpits  and  confessionals  since  Christmas,  1842."  In  an  arti- 
cle in  Frase7''s  Magazine  of  July,  1844,  Thackeray  said : 

Who  can  listen  to  objections  regarding  such  a  book  as  this? 
It  seems  to  me  a  national  benefit,  and  to  every  man  or  woman 
who  reads  it  a  personal  kindness.  The  last  two  jjeople  I  heard 
speak  of  it  were  women ;  neither  knew  the  other  or  the  author., 

and  both  said  by  way  of  criticism,  '  God  bless  him.' " 

THE  CRICKET  ON  THE  HEARTH 

*' A  cheerful  creature  that  chirrups  on  a  hearth." 

ThjT  Cricket  on  the  Hearth  was  the  third  of  Dickens's  Christ- 
mas books  (the  Chimes  having  been  published  in  1844),  and 

his  avowed  purpose  was  that  of  "  making  the  cricket  a  little 
household  god,  —  silent  in  the  wrong  and  sorrow  of  the  tale, 

loud  again  when  all  was  well  and  happy."  The  book  was  pub- 
lished in  1845,  at  Christmas  time,  by  Messrs.  Bradbury  and 

Evans  in  one  volume,  with  illustrations  by  D.  Maclise,  R.A., 
Clarkson  Stanfield,  R.A.,  Edwin  Landseer,  R.A.  (who  pictured 
Boxer),  John  Leech,  and  Richard  Doyle.  To  it  Dickens  wrote 
no  preface,  but  dedicated  the  book  to  Lord  Jeffrey. 

The  Cricket  had  a  much  larger  sale  than  the  preceding 
Christmas  books,  and  is,  next  to  the  Carol,  the  most  popidar 
of  them.  The  story  justifies  its  title,  and  introduces  its  theme 
in  the  opening  scene,  where  in  a  charming  and  whimsically 
humorous  manner  the  kettle  and  the  cricket  have  a  trial  of 

skill.  In  this  book  the  author's  desire  was  to  show  how  aU 
the  seasonal  lessons  of  good  nature  and  good  will  of  Christmas 
time  may  be  typified  and  illustrated  in  a  home  Hke  that  of  the 
humble  English  carrier. 
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Dickens  has  oarrietl  out  his  purpose  in  his  heartiest  and 
happiest  way,  and  gives  us  an  ideal  picture  of  neighborly 
kindness  and  faniily  affection.  He  has  drawn  his  characters 

-skilfully,  planned  and  developed  his  plot  artistically,  and  in- 

geniously managed  his  iinale.  Caleb  Plummer's  tender  decep- 
tion of  his  blind  daughter  contributes  some  of  the  Cricket's 

strongest  and  most  pathetic  scenes,  while  the  humorous  con- 
trast is  furnished  by  the  amusing  and  eccentric  blunders  of 

Tilly  Slowboy.  The  dialogue  is  excellent,  and  so  dramatic  are 
its  situations  and  climax  that  it  has  often  been  produced  upon 
the  stage. 

Dickens  once  expressetl  to  a  friend  his  yearning  to  "leave 
his  hand  upon  the  time,  lastingly  upon  the  time,  with  one 
tender  touch  for  the  mass  of  toiling  people  that  nothing  coidd 

(obliterate."  It  was  in  such  a  spirit  that  he  conceived  his 
Christmas  stories,  and  had  we  received  nothing  else  from  his 
pen,  the  world  would  still  have  been  liberally  enriched  by  the 
human  companionships  and  friendships  to  be  found  there,  by 
the  mirth  and  sympathy  they  have  called  forth,  and  by  the 
living  and  practical  charity  they  have  roused.  What  greater 
meed  of  praise  could  any  writer  desire  1 
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INTRODUCTION 

THE  U5^  OF   CHARLES
  DIOKENS 

I,-    vf^;^  Olnrles  Dickens  inspired  a  greater  pe
r- During  his  lifetime  Chaaies  i^ick  f  ^^^^ 

sonal  interest  -Id  -ff^^^^J!^^^^^^^^  belonging  to 
received;  and  t<>day  when  ̂ ^J^^t^^n  and  loved  and  the 
a  past  generation,  he  is  stdi  

the  best  Knu 

most  widely  read  of  ̂ l^^^^f  ̂ ^f^'^^^^^^^^^^  greatest 
the  most  original  novelist  of  his  ̂ ^J^^f/c^,^^^^^^^ 
humorist  England  kis  produced     Thomas  (.ar^^^^^  ever-friendly, 
him  as    "The  good,  the  gentle,  the  

hign  ̂ utm, 

noble  Dickens, -every  mch  o^'  ̂^^^  ̂   ™^;;-  ̂  ̂^^^,^  of  Ports- 
Charles  Dick^  was  horn  at  Landport,  a^D  ̂^^^ 

mouth,    Englaoid^    ̂ ^l^'Sv  Pay  offiie,  fnd  in  this  capac- Dickens,  was  a  clerk  in  ̂ ^e  ̂ ^avY  ray  u       ,  ^^^^^ 

,ty  travelled  from  «- ^^ ^ Ife Ta     "m^^^^^^^^^  P^^^" and  other  charges  mcident  to  the  J^^^^         ̂ ^        t  victory 
ress,  and  which  was  later  brought  

to  an  ena  oy  lu   ̂  
of  Waterloo.  rtv,„,.ioc  lik  second  child  and 

At  the  time  .i  the  birth  of  ̂}'^^;J'l^''Z^oxismonth 
eldest  son,  John   Dickens  -^^^^^l^'^J^^^Jl     When 
dockyard  in  the  "^t^-^,/.^  ̂ ^^^T  Wly  removed  to 
Charles  was  two  years  old  the  i^^*^^^^^!^  ̂ ^^^^,  of  the 

London,  and  ahtjiiy  a^-^/^^^^.^^^itT  Charles  wa« 

Kr  o^^"r  as  a^::{thfng^  
for  hhn  and  his  readers 
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that  his  earliest  years  were  not  spent  in  the  murky  atmosphere 
of  London,  and  to  this  fact  may  be  due  the  later  love  of  coun- 

try life  and  scenes,  to  which  "  we  owe  some  of  the  sweetest  and 
freshest  pages  of  his  books." 

Dickeiis  was  not  a  robust  child  and  could  take  no  active  part 
iu  the  usual  outdoor  athletic  games  of  boys  of  his  own  age 
His  childish  knowledge  of  such  sports  was  obtained  by  watch- 

ing for  hours  others  at  play,  while  he  himself  lay  upon  the  grass, 
or  sat  in  a  window  seat  with  a  book.  He  always  maintained 
that  his  lack  of  physical  strength  as  a  child  had  really  been  an 
advantage  to  him,  for  like  most  sickly  boys,  he  delighted  in  read- 

ing, and  therefore  in  his  most  impressionable  years  lived  in  a 

world  of  fancy  and  books.  As  he  grew  to  manhood,  his  youth- 
ful delicacy  was  overcome,  and  he  then  joined  in  all  open-air 

recreations  with  such  zest  and  energy  that  it  seemed  as  if  he 
were  thus  making  up  for  all  the  years  of  weakness  and  suffering 
iu  hLs  childhood. 

Of  the  education  which  is  gained  in  schools  and  from  school- 
masters, Charles  Dickens  had  little  or  none.  His  mother  was 

his  first,  and,  as  he  afterward  said,  his  best  teacher.  From  her 
he  learned  to  read,  and  she  also  taught  him  some  elementary 
Latin.  At  Chatham  he  attended  a  preparatory  day  school  for 
girls  and  boys,  and  later  a  school  for  boys  only,  neither  of  which 
seems  greatly  to  have  influenced  his  mind  or  character.  At  this 
time  he  was  a  feeble-bodied,  sensitive,  imaginative  child,  keenly 
observant  of  everybody  and  everything,  and  transforming  &U  that 
lie  saw  by  the  power  of  his  genius  into  alluring  and  romantic 
shapes. 

In  an  unused  room  of  the  home  at  Chatham,  Charles  found 

among  his  father's  books  some  volumes  of  eighteenth-century 
romances,  —  Roderick  Random,  Peregrine  Pickle,  Humphrey 
Clinker,  Tom  Jones,  The  Vicar  of  Wakefield,  Don  Quixote, 

Gil  Bias,  Robinson  Ct'usoe,  Arabian  Nights,  Tales  of  the 
Genii,  copies  of  the  Spectator,  Tatler,  and  Idler,  and  also  cer- 
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tain  books  of  voyages  aucl  travels.  The  lonely  little  child,  by 
physical  weakness  debarred  from  the  companionship  of  his  fel- 

lows, found  here  the  comrades  he  craved. 
He  read  and  reread  these  books  till  he  knew  them  by  heart, 

nnd,  as  he  read,  was  himself  the  hero  of  each  romance  or  adven- 
ture, acting  the  part  for  days  and  weeks  at  a  time  in  most  en- 

thusiastic and  literal  fashion.  Thus  was  nurtured  and  developed 
that  delicate  fancy  which  gives  its  undying  charm  to  all  his 
work.  To  these  years  at  Chatham  Charles  Dickens  owed  his 

constantly  increasing  love  of  field  and  hedgerow  as  a  setting  ̂ jr 
(juaint  historic  towns,  and  also  his  acquaintance  with  the  earlier 
masterpieces  of  English  fiction.  That  the  impressions  made  at 
this  time  by  the  world  of  nature  and  the  world  of  books  were 
indelibly  stamped  upon  his  mind  is  abundantly  proved  by  the 
writings  of  his  later  years. 

When  Charles  v/as  eleven  years  old,  his  father  removed  to 
Loudon,  and  being  pensioned  by  the  government,  found  it  difli- 
cult  to  support  his  large  family  (there  were  now  six  children) 

on  the  small  sum  allowed  him.  This  time  of  the  boy's  life  was 
one  of  pathetic  endurance  of  poverty,  neglect,  and  overwork. 
No  attempt  seems  to  have  been  made  to  give  him  more  school- 

ing, nor  does  there  appear  to  have  been  any  thought  of  it.  He 
Avorked  for  two  years  in  a  blacking  factory,  covering  the  bottles 
with  paper  and  pasting  labels  upon  them. 

This  was  a  period  of  such  great  humiliation  of  body  and  mind 
that  Dickens  never  afterward  willingly  referred  to  it.  The 

shahby,  ill-fed  child  resented  his  enforced  companionship  with 
boys  inferior  to  himself.  He  rebelled  against  the  bodily  drudg- 

ery and  hated  the  sordid  life  of  the  streets  which  he  daily 
traversed  in  going  to  and  from  his  lodgings.  In  these  years  of 
cheerless  servitude  was  born  that  passionate  protest  against  the 
oppression  of  the  poor  and  weak  which  is  the  central  theme  of 
all  his  novels. 

Living  himself  as  one  of  them,  he  saw,  with  the  keenness  of 
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perception  which  had  been  his  from  earliest  childhood,  the  hard- 
ships and  makeshifts  and  wickedness  in  the  life  of  the  London 

poor.  Happily  for  him  and  for  us,  this  experience  lasted  onH 
long  enough  to  give  him  a  wealth  of  literary  material,  withou 
destroying  his  faith  in  humanity  or  corrupting  his  natural  sweet- 

ness of  mind  and  heart. 
While  Charles  was  thus  employed,  his  father  was  committed 

to  the  old  Marshalsea  Prison  for  debt.  After  a  time  the  rest 

of  the  family,  with  the  exception  of  Charles,  joined  him,  and  by 

means  of  Mr.  Dickens's  government  pension  they  lived  much 
more  comfortably  in  prison  than  they  had  been  able  to  do 

out  of  it.  Charles's  frequent  visits  to  the  prison,  his  personal 
acquaintance  with  the  daily  life  of  its  slatternly  inmates,  and 
his  experience  of  their  good-comradeship  were  afterwards  graphi- 

cally set  forth  in  Little  Dorrit  and  David  Copperfield,  The 
character  of  Mr.  Micawber  in  the  latter  is  a  pen  picture  of  John 
Dickens,  who,  as  his  son  describes  him,  was  a  man  of  good 
abilities,  unswerving  honesty,  unvarying  kindness,  but  with  too 
great  ease  of  temper  to  manage  a  large  family  on  a  narrow  in- 
come. 

When  Charles  was  twelve  years  old,  the  family  fortunes 
improved.  His  father  was  released  from  prison,  and  became  a 
parliamentary  newspaper  reporter  on  the  Morning  Chronicle. 

The  child  was  put  at  a  boys'  school  near  his  home,  where  he 
remained  for  two  years  ;  but  there  is  nowhere  in  his  writings  the 
slightest  evidence  that  these  school  days  made  any  great  advance 
in  his  education. 

We  come  now  to  the  period  of  his  life  when  Charles  Dickens 

began  to  act  a  man's  part.  On  leaving  school,  at  the  age  of 
fourteen,  he  became  an  under  clerk  in  a  law  office.  This  was  a 
very  different  position  from  that  of  an  articled  clerk.  The  latter 
might  some  day  become  a  solicitor  himself;  but  to  Dickens  no 
such  opportunity  was  possible,  his  work  being  more  akin  to  that 
of  office  boy  and  general  messenger.     Nevertheless,  in  his  asso- 
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elation  with  the  courts  and  in  his  daily  intercourse  with  solici- 
tors and  attorneys,  he  acquired  that  knowledge  of  the  practices 

of  law,  the  circumlocution  of  the  courts,  and  the  red  tape  of 

legal  procedure  which  later  served  him  as  "  copy "  in  Bleak 
Jlouse  and  in  many  others  of  his  books. 

While  in  this  position,  he  was  attracted  by  his  father's  work, 
and  decided  to  fit  himself  as  a  reporter.  He  commenced  the 
study  of  shorthand,  and,  unaided  and  with  his  characteristic 
energy,  soon  mastered  the  difficidties  and  intricacies  of  the 

system.  Of  this  experience  he  writes  :  —  "  The  changes  that 
were  nmg  upon  dots,  which  in  such  a  position  meant  such  a 

thing,  and  in  such  another  position  meant  something  else  en- 
tirely different ;  the  wonderful  vagaries  that  were  played  by 

circles  ;  the  unaccountable  consequences  that  resulted  from  marks 

like  flies'  legs ;  the  tremendous  effects  of  a  curve  in  the  wrong 
place ;  not  only  troubled  my  waking  hours,  but  reappeared  be- 

fore me  in  my  sleep.  When  I  had  groped  very  blindly  through 
these  difficulties,  and  had  mastered  the  alphabet,  there  then 
appeared  a  procession  of  new  horrors  called  arbitrary  characters ; 
who  insisted,  for  instance,  that  a  thing  like  the  beginning  of  a 

cobweb  meant  expectation,  and  that  a  pen-and-ink  sky-rocket 
stood  for  disadvantageous^  —  David  Copperjield. 

Dickens  learned  to  use  these  arbitrary  and  unruly  signs  in  a 
marvellously  short  time,  but  was  as  far  as  ever  from  realizing 
his  ambition  of  being  a  parliamentary  reporter.  He  spent  two 

years  taking  down  proceedings  in  court  for  the  offices  in  Doctors" Commons,  and  he  was  only  nineteen  years  old  when  he  finally 

entered  the  reporters'  gallery  of  the  Houses  of  Parliament  on  the 
staff  of  the  True  Sun.  For  four  years  he  worked  for  this  paper 
ard  the  Mirror  of  Parliament,  and  then  enterefl  the  employ- 

ment of  the  Morning  Chronicle,  the  daily  in  whose  service  his 
father  was  engaged. 

Just  before  this  latter  event,  he  made  his  first  venture  into 
print.      From  his  early  boyhood,  indeed  when  less  than  nine 
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years  old,  he  had  written  little  pieces,  modelling  them,  no  doubt, 
after  the  old  romances  he  so  eagerly  devoured  ;  and  in  his  school 
days  his  companions  had  found  him  an  entertaining  story  teller 
and  writer. 

He  had,  therefore,  at  a  very  early  age  verified  the  gift  of  hia 
genius ;  but  nothing  had  ever  appeared  in  public  print  until 
1834,  when  a  sketch  of  his  was  publislied  in  the  January  nmn- 
ber  of  the  Old  Monthly  Magazine.  He  thus  descril)es  his  feel- 

ings when  he  saw  his  article  in  the  magazine,  which  he  had 

purchased  in  a  shop  in  the  Strand :  "  I  walked  down  to  West- 
minster Hall,  and  turned  into  it  for  half  an  hour,  because  my 

eyes  were  so  dimmed  with  joy  and  pride  that  they  could  not 

bear  the  street,  and  were  not  iit  to  be  seen  there." 
Dickens's  work  as  a  reporter  was  of  the  utmost  value  to  him 

in  the  discipline  of  his  abilities  and  in  the  formation  of  his 
character.  Sent  to  report  upon  political  gatherings,  he  had 
personal  knowledge  of  the  old  English  inns  in  the  last  of  the 
coaching  days  of  EngUsh  histor\\  His  minute  and  humorous 
observation  of  it  all  is  depicted  in  some  of  his  most  character- 

istic pages.  He  is  always  at  his  best  when  describing  the  de- 
lights and  disastei-s  of  a  journey  by  coach.  There  was  nothing 

about  the  typical  English  inn  that  he  did  not  know,  nor  a 
foible  or  accomplishment  of  the  English  guard  and  postboy  of 
which  he  was  not  the  master. 

He  travelled  throughout  England,  reporting  the  words  of 
political  orators,  all  the  while  with  his  keen,  receptive  mind  open 
to  impressions  of  his  countrymen.  His  sympathy  was  rouse<l 
by  their  wrongs  and  sufferings,  his  indignation  fired  by  their 
obstinacy  and  hypocrisy,  his  admiration  quickened  by  their 
warm-heartedness  and  tender  charity.  Later,  by  the  power  of 
his  creative  genius,  he  transformed  all  these  experiences  into 
peiinanent  memorials  that  shall  forever  compel  the  tears  and 
the  smiles  of  his  readers. 

The  year  1836  closed  Dickens's  connection  with  the  reporters 
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gallery  iu  the  Houses  of  Parliament,  and  also  saw  his  marriage 
to  Miss  Catherine  Hogarth,  daughter  of  a  fellow-worker  on  the 
Morning  Gkronide.  During  the  two  years  since  the  appear- 

ance of  his  first  published  sketch,  he  had  contributed  several 
others  to  diftereut  journals  over  the  signature  of  Boz.  This 
Avas  a  diniiiuitive  derived  from  the  nickname  of  his  favorite 

brother  Augustus,  whom  Charles  had  affectionately  dubbe:l 
Moses  after  the  character  of  that  name  in  the  Vicar  of  Wake- 

field. This  name,  pronounced  "Bozes,"  as  if  one  had  a  cold  in 
the  head,  was  the  origin  of  Dickens's  pen  name.  The  Sketches 
hy  Boz  were  received  with  great  favor  by  the  English  readers, 
and  they  showed  in  germ  alt  the  characteristics  of  his  more 
mature  work. 

Just  before  Dickens's  marriage  he  began  PickwicTc  Papers  as 
a  serial  in  the  Times.  These  sketches,  publisiied  monthly,  were 
intended  simply  as  text  for  illustrations  by  Seymour  of  cockney 
life  in  London,  but  upon  the  appearance  of  the  first  paper  it 
became  evident  that  the  writing  of  this  young  and  unknown 
author  far  outshone  the  pictures  in  interest.  Pickwick  Papers 
was  then  and  always  will  be  a  masterpiece  of  humorous  writing, 
and  with  its  publication  Dickens  became  famous. 

There  was  no  longer  any  doubt  as  to  the  career  for  which  he 
was  best  fitted,  and  from  this  time,  1837,  until  his  death  he 
was  engaged  constantly  in  editorial  work  and  in  writing  for 
serial  publication  those  stones  which  have  earned  for  him  the 
distinction  of  being  the  most  unique  of  all  the  English  novelists. 
He  was  always  sure  of  his  public,  and  the  greatest  eagerness 
and  interest  were  manifested  in  each  instalment  of  his  novels 

as  it  appeared.  Among  the  most  popular  of  his  works  are  Oliver 
Twist,  Nicholas  Nicklehy,  The  Old  Curiosity  Shop,  Barnahy 

Rudge,  Martin  Chuzzlevnt,  Christmas  Stoi'ies,  Domhey  and 
Son,  David  Copperfi.eld,  Bleak  House,  Little  Dorrit,  A  Tale 
of  Tivo  Cities,  Great  Exjiectations,  Our  Mutual  Friend,  and 

Child's  History  of  England. 
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In  1842  Dickens  visited  America.  His  views  on  the  life  and 
manners  of  its  people  were  embodied  in  American  Notes  and  in 
Martin  Chuzzlewit  in  such  a  way  as  to  prove  that  neither  the 
country  nor  its  inhabitants  had  risen  to  his  expectations.  The 
Americans,  who  had  royally  entertained  Dickens,  were  bitterly 
disappointed  at  what  they  considered  his  unwarranted  and  un- 

friendly ridiciUe  of  them  and  their  institutions.  Happily  a 
second  visit,  made  near  the  close  of  his  life,  resulted  in  the  re- 

moval of  the  unfortunate  first  imi^ressions  and  in  the  cement- 
ing of  many  warm  friendships  between  Dickens  and  his  American 

'eaders. 
Dickens  was  a  man  of  unbounded  energy  and  good  spirits. 

He  worked  usually  in  the  forenoon,  and  his  favorite  recreations 
were  riding  and  walking,  especially  the  latter.  He  thought 

notning  of  a  twenty-mile  tramp,  and  on  his  "  quick,  active  feet  " 
he  traversed  the  streets  of  London,  where  his  sharp  eyes  gath- 

ered materials  afterward  immortalized  in  his  stories. 

He  lived  at  Gad's  Hill,  near  Rochester,  the  house  which,  as 
a  little  child,  he  had  greatly  admired,  and  which  his  father  had 
promised  him  he  might  some  day  own,  or  one  like  it,  if  he  would 

only  work  hard  enough.  He  w^as  fond  of  his  home,  and  there 
entered  with  the  greatest  enjoyment  into  the  pastimes  of  his 
children,  often  writing  for  their  pleasure  little  plays  in  which 
he  was  always  one  of  the  chief  actors.  Of  his  home  life  his 
daughter,  Miss  Mamie  Dickens,  has  entertainingly  written  in 
My  Father  as  I  recall  Him. 

In  the  latter  part  of  his  life  Dickens  read  in  public  selections 
from  his  own  works.  In  these  readings  he  delighted  his 
audiences  with  his  dramatic  skill,  which  might  have  made  him 
a  fine  actor,  had  he  not  been  a  better  writer.  These  readings, 
although  they  gave  untold  pleasure  to  Dickens  himself,  as  well 
as  to  the  public,  were  too  great  a  strain  upon  a  body  already 
enfeebled  by  overwork,  the  more  so  that,  when  preparing  for  a 
Dublic  appearance,  he  spent  hours,  not  only  in  making  himself 
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letter-perfect  iu  the  selections  to  be  read,  but  also  in  rehearsing 
over  and  over  again  the  manner  of  their  interpretation  and 
,lelivery. 

As  a  result  of  a  continual  disregard  of  his  physical  limitations, 
:figns  of  ill  health  appeared.  These  too  were  largely  ignored, 
and  in  the  midst  of  his  active  career  he  was  suddenly  stricken 
down,  June  9,  1870,  while  busily  engaged  upon  his  last  novel, 
Edivin  Drood.  He  was  buried  in  Westminster  Abbey,  among 

the  noblest  of  England's  dead,  and  was  sincerely  mourned  by  a 
multitude  of  friends  and  readers  in  two  continents.  His  grave 

is  a  spot  "  sacred,  with  both  the  New  World  and  the  Old,  as 
that  of  a  representative  of  the  literature  of  all  who  speak  the 

English  tongue," 
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The  Life  of  Dickens.  —  My  Father  aa  I  recall  Him, 
Mamie  Dickens ;  Charles  Dickens  as  I  Knew  Him,  —  The 
Story  of  the  Reading  Tours,  George  Dolby ;  Yesterdays  with 
Authors,  James  T.  Fields ;  The  Life  of  Charles  Dickens, 

John  Forster ;  Forster's  Life  of  Dickens  —  Abridged  and 
revised  by  George  Gissing;  Charles  Dickens — The  Story  of 
his  Life,  J.  Camden  Hotten ;  A  Day  with  Charles  Dickens, 
Blanchard  Jerrold  ;  Childhood  and  Youth  of  Charles  Dickens, 
Robert  Langton  ;  Life  of  Charles  Dickens,  R.  Shelton  McKen- 
zie ;  Life  of  Charles  Dickens,  Frank  T.  Mwrzials ;  Life  of 

Charles  Dickens — "Great  Writers "  Series,  J doilpAtts  William Ward. 

Localities  associated  with  Dickens. — A  Pickwickian  Pil- 

grimage, J.  R.  G.  Hassard;  A  Week's  Tramp  in  Dickens 
Land,  W.  R,  Hughes  /  About  England  with  Dickens,  Alfred 
Rimmer. 

EiSsays  and  Criticisms  upon  Dickens.  —  Literary  Studies, 
Walter  Bagehot,  Vol.  II ;  Charles  Dickens  —  A  Critical  Study, 
George  Gissing ;  Views  and  Reviews,  W.  E.  Henley ;  Criticisms 
on  Contemporary  Thought  and  Thinkers,  Vol.  I.,  R,  H.  Mutton; 
Essays  in  Little,  Andreio  Lang. 

'y«» 



DICKENS   AS    A  WEITER 

DuRrNG  the  first  half  of  the  nineteenth  century,  in  response  to 
A  greater  demand  for  reading  on  the  part  of  the  nuddle  and 
lower  classes  of  society,  there  was  begun  in  Eii.ulaiid  the  publica- 

tion of  cheap  periodicals.  It  was  in  such  fnrin  that  Dickens's 
novels  appeared,  and  their  scope  being  univei.-al,  they  became 
at  once  immensely  popular.  Admitting  that  they  do  not  now 
command  the  widespread  attention  tbey  then  did,  we  must 

foncede  that  they  are  stiK  "  household  books,"  iippealing  to 
young  and  old,  and  liaving  power  to  thrill  the  hi,<;hly  educated 
as  well  as  to  absorb  the  interest  of  the  rude  and  uncultured. 

They  have  been  translated  into  many  different  languages,  and 
there  is  no  civilized  country  where  their  autlior  is  not  known. 

While  Dickens  lived,  so  magnetic  was  his  personality  and  so 
enthusiastic  his  audience,  that  it  was  next  to  impossible  to  oass 
a  critical  judgment  upon  the  literary  quality  of  his  achieve- 

ments without  being  open  to  the  charge  of  unfriendliness,  and 

even  of  personal  jealousy.  To-day  students  of  liteiature  can, 
from  the  standpoint  of  posterity,  consider  Charles  Dickens  as  a 
writer  much  more  dispassionately  and  accuratelv  than  could  his 
contemporaries,  whose  admiration  of  his  power  and  originality 
blinded  them  to  his  faults  and  weaknesses. 

The  value  of  Dickens's  work  cannot  be  measured  by  the 
ordinary  standards  and  canons  of  literature,  tor  his  writings 
are  those  of  a  genius  untrained  and  uneducated.  His  childhood 
and  youth,  spent  in  the  happy  freedom  of  Chatham,  the  hope- 

less drudgery  of  a  London  warehouse,  and  the  exacting  labol 
of  a  reporter  in  Parliament,  had  supplied  him  with  a  wealth  of 
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literary  material  and  equipped  him  with  a  fund  of  fancy,  sym^ 
pathy,  and  perseverance,  all  of  which  serveil  as  capital  to  be 
drawn  upon  later.  He  was  endowed  with  a  keen  wit,  a  fervid 

imagination,  and  that  "  spark  of  heavenly  &-e  "  we  call  genius  ; 
but,  lacking  a  liberal  education,  all  these  powers  were  undis- 

ciplined, and  worked  through  no  arbitrary  channels,  nor  had 
he  the  least  training,  as  such,  in  the  formation  of  a  literary 
style. 

Then,  too,  Dickens  was  never  in  any  sense  a  bookish  man. 
He  was  rather  a  student  of  nature  and  of  life,  and  such 
reading  as  he  did  was  undertaken  solely  for  the  enjoyment  to 
be  derived  from  it.  He  knew  the  Bible  well,  especially  the 
New  Testament,  and  had  an  intimate  acquaintance  with  the 
writers  of  the  previous  century.  While  he  was  a  reporter  for 

Doctors'  Commons,  he  spent  his  leisure  hours  in  the  reading- 
room  of  the  British  Museum,  but  as  he  devoted  his  time  chiefly 
to  dramatic  works,  the  result  was  merely  a  further  development 

of  his  inherent  love  and  taste  for  things  theatrical.  His  pe- 
rusal of  the  strong  and  masterful  prose  of  the  books  he  loved 

must,  however,  have  saturated  his  mind  with  good  English,  just 
as  the  experiences  of  his  early  life  had  provided  him  with  an 
ever  changing  and  never  ending  panorama  of  scene  and  incident. 

If  any  influence  outside  himself  can  be  said  to  have  remotely 

foiTned  Dickens's  style,  such  influence  must  be  referred  to 
Addison  and  Steele,  wliose  clear,  concise  diction  he  greatly  ad- 

mired. There  is  a  certain  strength  and  soundness  in  the  con- 
3truction  of  his  periods  which  reminds  us  of  the  Spectator,  where 
we  find  this  quality  in  its  greatest  perfection.  That  he  never 
svrote  in  a  slovenly  manner  is  probably  due  in  part  to  his  un- 

conscious imitation  of  these  masters  of  English  prose,  but  more 
to  the  orderly  nature  of  Dickens  himself,  which  made  such 
writing  impossible. 

Dickens's  style  is  descriptive,  varied,  vigorous,  and  full  of 
odd  surorises  and  quaint  turns,  which  may  not  be  the  best  style 
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iccordiag  to  the  laws  of  artistic  construction,  but  which  are, 
nevertheless,  remarkably  readable,  and  most  truly  Dickens, 
liis  faults  are  those  of  his  temperament,  and  also  such  as  re- 
oulted  naturally  from  his  lack  of  early  training.  There  is  a 

general  tendency  to  over-emphasis  here  and  there ;  he  often 
elaborates  details  to  the  point  of  tiresomeness ;  he  frequently 
indulges  in  a  too  riotous  fancifulness.  These  errors,  most  com- 

mon to  his  earlier  works,  were  recognized  by  him  and  partially 
corrected  in  his  maturer  novels,  especially  in  Barnaby  Rudge, 
Jfartin  Chuzzlewit,  and  David  Copj^erjield,  in  the  latter  of 
which  he  reached  the  cUmax  of  his  powers. 

When  describing  those  things  which  suggested  enjoyment  or 

humorous  reflections,  Charles  Dickens's  style  is  well-nigh  per- 
fect. In  his  best  passages  he  always  has  the  right  word  in  the 

right  place,  and  not  a  single  alteration  could  be  made  in  them 
without  destroying  the  power  and  beauty  of  the  whole.  Though 

dealing  with  vulgarity,  his  books  are  singularly  free  from  vul- 
garisms, owing  to  the  essential  purity  of  his  nature.  Out  of  his 

abundance  he  wrote  with  a  zest  and  pleasure  in  the  work  itself 
that  gives  a  charm  of  ffeshness,  exuberance,  and  spontaneity 
equalled  by  no  other  English  writer.  The  faults  of  his  style 
are  born  of  a  too  lavish  nature ;  its  beauties  are  the  result  of  a 

God-given  genius. 
Dickens  is  a  master  of  detailed  description.  He  must  have 

observed  with  marvellous  minuteness  the  scenes  and  persons  he 
describes.  He  not  only  saiv  them,  but,  by  the  vivifying  power 
of  his  imagination,  he  saw  into  them,  the  picturesque  and  char- 

acteristic elements,  which,  ideally  considered,  they  ought  to  pos- 
sess ;  and  with  an  unlimited  supply  of  words  at  his  command,  he 

enables  his  readers  to  see  them  too.  How  his  pnges  glow  with 
richly  painted  landscapes  !  What  a  wealth  and  depth  of  local 
color  he  bestows  upon  favorite  haunts  among  quaint  and  rural 
(jcenes  !  How  sombrely,  too,  he  fills  in  the  gloomy  shadows 
wlien  the  fortunes  of  his  characters  need  a  darker  setting ! 
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Dickens  calls  upon  all  nature  to  aid  him  in  the  delineation  of 
the  principal  personages  in  his  books.  When  they  are  happy, 
the  sun  shines  and  the  birds  sing;  when  they  are  sick  or 
sad,  the  brightness  of  the  world  is  veiled  in  clouds  and  tears. 

As  a  humorist  Dickens  has  no  peei'  among  English  writers. 
His  nature  was  buoyant,  mirth-loving,  and  cheerful,  and  in  his 
racy  style  he  wrote,  as  naturally  as  he  saw  it,  the  bright  and 

comic  side  of  life.  Dickens's  humor  pervades  all  his  works 
and  is  their  immortal  essence.  At  its  best  it  is  keen,  kindly, 
delicate,  and  full  of  a  certain  suggestiveuess  that  makes  us 

better  understand  and  appreciate  humanity.  Without  his  facil- 
ity for  making  his  work  humorous  Dickens  would  have  failed 

to  attract  so  Large  an  audience,  and  best  of  all,  when  he  had 
made  his  readers  laugh,  they  were  ready  and  willing  to  turn 
their  more  serious  thoughts  to  the  wrongs  or  abuses  he  so  ludi- 

crously depicted.  In  his  early  work  Dickens's  humor  is  often 
farcical,  and  it  follows  that,  Avhile  we  find  his  farcical  characters 
amusing,  we  taJie  his  humorous  ones  into  our  hearts. 

Real  humor  is  always  accompanied  by  its  opposite,  pathos, 
and  Dickens  proves  his  right  to  the  title  of  Humorist  by  com- 

manding the  tears  as  well  as  the  smiles  of  his  readers.  It  is 
true  that  some  of  his  pathetic  scenes  are  irksomely  elaborate  in 
detail,  but  when  in  his  best  and  simplest  manner,  he  is  describ- 

ing the  sorrows  and  sufferings  of  the  poor  and  humble,  or  the 
quaint  and  lowly,  he  is  unsurpassed  in  his  skilful  handling  and 
artistic,  sympathetic  treatment  of  his  subjeet. 

Another  element  of  Dickens's  popularity  is  his  power  of  char- 
acterization. He  is  accused  of  being  a  carieaturist.  A  cari- 

cature is  expressed  by  a  few  broad  touches,  the  emphasis  being 

placed  upon  individual  peculiarities.  To  be  siire,  Dickens  per- 
sonifies and  exaggerates  the  good  or  bad  traits  of  his  personages, 

so  that,  like  caricatures,  they  are  long  remembered  and  always 
enjoyed,  but  he  goes  farther  and  fills  in  his  portraits  with  so 

much  detail  t^t  "  One  sees  people  in  Dickwis's  pages ;  their 
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tricks  of  expression,  their  vivid  sayiugs,  theii-  quaiut  humor 
and  oddities,  do  not  surprise  one ;  one  accepts  everything  as  a 

matter  of  course,  no  matter  how  unreal  it  is." 
The  vitality  of  Dickens's  characters  is  wonderful.  They  are 

"  all  a-throb,  iis  it  were,  with  hot  human  blood."  He  threw 
himself  into  the  creation  of  these  children  of  his  brain  with  all 

the  lavishness  of  his  own  nature,  weeping  with  them  in  their 

sorrows  and  laughing  with  them  in  their  joys.  "  They  lived 
and  spoke "  for  him,  and  through  their  creatw  they  live  and 
.speak  to  us  in  such  real  fashion  that  their  names  and  sayings 
are  ours  for  all  time.  He  idealizes  the  good  in  them  and  re- 

fines away  the  evil ;  he  draAvs  with  unerring  hand  the  simple, 
the  stupid,  and  the  grotesque  in  human  nature ;  he  delineates 
with  loving  touch  the  true,  the  noble,  the  sincere.  He  is  no- 

ticeably not  at  his  best  in  his  descriptions  of  the  upper  classes 
of  English  society.  He  is  here  distinctly  artificial  in  his  method, 
and  his  people  are  correspondingly  unconvincing  and  unreal, 

"  mere  puppets  upon  a  painted  stage." 
As  the  looker-on  knows  the  artistic  effects  of  the  game  of 

life  better  than  the  players,  so  Dickens,  in  walks  through  the 

byways  of  London,  gained  by  means  of  his  keen  insight  har- 
monious pictures  of  the  ceaseless,  pitiless  struggle  of  daily  living 

among  the  humble  workers  in  the  great  metropolis.  What  he 
saw  quickened  his  sympathy,  and  with  his  creative  power  he 
wove  it  all  into  the  most  complete  and  realistic  panorama  of 

life  among  the  London  poor  to  be  found  in  the  English  Ian- 
guage.  It  is  here  that  he  most  clearly  proves  himself  to  be  a 
writer  of  the  masses  and  for  the  masses,  and  more,  he  reveals 
them  to  themselves,  for  he  idealizes  their  common  life,  finding, 

as  he  does,  "  all  the  fair  humanities  blooming  in  the  lowliest 
hovel." 

A  "golden  thread  of  purpose"  runs  through  all  his  novels. 
In  Oliver  Twist  he  shows  the  evils  of  the  Poor  Law  system ; 
in  Nicholas  Nickleby  he  exposes  the  lack  and  need  of  proper 
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l»ublic  education ;  in  Little  Dm'rit  he  satiiizes  the  circumlocu- 
tion of  the  government  offices ;  in  Bleak  Hmise  he  writes  of 

the  expense  and  hopeless  delay  of  suits  in  chancery ;  David 

Copperjield  tells  the  story  of  Dickens's  own  life :  Bamaby 
Rudge  gives  a  picture  of  the  Protestant  riots  of  1780  and 
makes  an  unanswerable  plea  against  capital  punishment; 
Martiyi  Chuzzlewit  has  for  its  theme  the  evils  of  selfishness ; 
Domhey  and  Son  exhibits  at  its  worst  unworthy  pride  and  its 
punishment. 

Although  many  of  the  abuses  against  which  Dickens  wielded 
liis  pen  were  only  temporary  in  their  character,  most  of  his 

themes  are  universal  in  their  application.  "  Daniel  Webster 
once  said  that  Dickens  had  done  more  to  ameliorate  the  condi- 

tion of  the  English  poor  than  all  the  statesmen  Great  Britain 

had  sent  to  Parliament."  Dickens  is  especially  successful  in 
warnings  against  humbug  and  hypocrisy.  In  pointing  his  moral, 
and  aiming  straight  at  the  heart  of  his  purpose,  he  satirizes  the 
national  abuses  of  state,  church,  school,  and  home,  but  never 
fails  to  flavor  the  whole  with  the  saving  grace  of  his  liumor. 

Dickens's  novels  lack  unity  of  plot,  and  are  too  often  theatri- 
cal in  their  development.  His  faults  of  construction  are  due 

in  some  measure  to  his  lack  of  early  mental  discipline,  but  in 

a  larger  degi'ee  to  the  publication  of  his  writings  in  serial  form. 
He  often  felt  obliged,  by  declining  public  interest  in  the  instal- 

ments of  his  stories,  to  change  his  whole  plan  (if  happily  he  had 
one),  and  to  resort  to  new  and  inartistic  devices  to  catch  the 
popular  favor.  He  was  sometimes  engaged  upon  three  books 
at  a  time,  and,  having  a  fatally  facile  pen  and  being  super- 

sensitive to  outside  pressure  from  impatient  publishers  and  a 

clamonng  public,  it  is  not  strange  that  there  should  be  a  dis- 
tinct decline  in  the  quality  of  his  later  work. 

Many  of  the  incidents  in  his  novels  hinge  upon  improbable 
happenings  in  everyday  life,  but,  like  climaxes  upon  the  stage, 
they  found  great  favor  with  his  audiences.     We  do  not  think 
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of  these  faults  in  reading  Dickens,  for  after  all  it  is  life  that 
he  pictures  for  us,  not  in  its  activities,  but  in  its  essence. 

Dickens's  books  have  a  value  outside  their  literary  quality, 
for  it  is  a  historic  England  which  he  presents  to  us.  The 

■student  of  history  who  would  get  vivid  pictures  of  country  or 
to^^^l  life  in  Great  Britain  during  the  early  part  of  the  Vic- 

torian era  cannot  do  better  than  read  Dickens,  for  his  pages 
abound  in  graphic  descriptions  of  methods  of  travel,  traflBc, 
education,  government,  and  daily  living,  quite  foreign  to  these 

<lays  of  railroads,  "modern  improvements,"  and  social  and 
industrial  progress. 

The  man  Dickens  is  reflected  in  his  works  ;  we  read  there 
his  kindliness,  geniality,  cheeriness  of  temper,  large  sympathy, 
and  tender  charity.  In  all  his  masterly  descriptions  and  charac- 

terizations we  detect  the  leaven  of  a  fine  and  abundant  nature. 

He  puts  the  true  poetry  of  life  into  the  common  round,  and 
shows  us  what  we  might  be.  He  was,  is,  and  always  will 
be  one  of  the  great  benefactors  of  mankind,  for  he  teaches 

"  the  eternal  value  of  generosity,  of  purity,  of  kindness,  and  of 
unselfishness." 
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SUGGESTIONS   TO  TEACHERS  , 

EvEEY  child  has  an  inalienable  right  to  those  treasures  in 
the  vast  storehouse  of  our  literature  which  are  within  his 

mental  grasp,  and  no  duty  of  the  teacher  is  more  imperative 
than  that  of  helping  his  pupils  to  win  their  goodly  heritage  by 
introducing  to  them  some  of  the  great  writers  of  English  poetry 

and  prose.  By  the  natural  laws  of  their  being,  children  are- 
more  susceptible  than  adults  to  all  the  developing  and  vitaliz- 

ing influences  of  simple  imaginative  and  descriptive  writing, 
especially  if  such  writing  accompanies  a  tale  well  told  and  full 
of  incident.  That  our  language  abounds  in  many  such  stories 
suitable  for  school  use  no  one  will  deny,  and  among  them  must 

be  classetl  Dickens's  Christinas  Carol  and  the  Cricket  on  the 
Hearth. 

The  pui-poses  to  be  served  in  reading  these  books  as  a  part 
of  the  school  course  are  two :  first,  to  quicken  and  develoj) 

the  pupils'  own  powers ;  second,  to  cultivate  a  taste  foi  good 
reading.  In  pursuance  of  the  first  object  it  will  be  found  that 
a  study  of  t\ie  Carol  and  the  Cricket  stimulates  the  imagiua 
tion  of  the  pupils  ;  adds  to  their  vocabulary  a  large  number  of 
new  and  interesting  words ;  makes  them  acquainted  with  a 
fresh,  unique,  and  readable  style ;  provides  them  with  examples 
of  simple  but  efiective  description ;  gives  them  a  healthy  in- 

terest in  life  in  general  and  in  daily  living  in  particular ;  and 
rouses  their  best  emotions  and  sympathies  to  higher  and  nobler 
activities.  Under  the  wise  guidance  of  an  earnest  teacher,  the 
second  result  will  follow  the  first  as  a  matter  of  course.  It 

must  be  conceded  at  once,  however,  that  not  every  child  in  a 
xxxi 
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large  class  is  desbiaed  to  become  a  Dickens  lover,  but  even  so, 

the  contact  of  every  child's  nature  with  that  of  the  master  can 
but  result  in  some  good,  and  no  one  can  measure  the  beneficent 
influence  of  a  great  and  generous  mind  upon  a  smaller  and 
poorer  one. 

The  i)upils  should  first  be  prepared  for  the  reading  by  a  fit- 
ting introduction  to  the  author,  one  that  shall  give  them  some 

knowledge  of  the  man  Dickens ;  his  large  charity  toward  all 
mankind;  his  gieat  and  tender  love  for  the  young,  the  poor, 
the  weak;  and  his  intimate  personal  appreciation  of  the 
Christmas  sentiment.  Interest  thus  being  aroused  at  the  out- 

set, it  should  be  maintained  by  keeping  well  to  the  story, 
emphasizing  its  mirth  and  jollity,  and  putting  the  greatest 
possible  stress  upon  the  Christmas  spmt  that  informs  and 
enlivens  every  page. .  In  this  way,  to  interest  will  be  added  a 
delight  in  the  work  itself,  without  which  the  reading  of  any 
masterpiece  descends  to  the  level  of  an  irksome  task. 

The  teacher  should  not  indulge  in  too  many  elucidations  and 
explanations,  nor  should  he  too  frequently  draw  the  moral  or 
lesson  from  what  is  read,  all  of  which  tends  to  create  in  the 
minds  of  the  pupils  a  feeling  of  weariness  and  disgust.  He 
should  read  to  his  class  the  more  striking  and  important  pas- 

sages, so  that  a  clearer  conception  of  the  author's  meaning  may 
be  gained,  and  much  of  the  dialogue  should  be  read  as  such, 
individual  pupils  taking  the  different  parts,  both  of  which 
methods  will  be  found  to  greatly  increase  the  pleasure  of  all, 
whethei  readers  or  listeners. 

The  meanings  of  most  of  the  words  can  be  discovered  from 
the  context,  meanings  which  are  much  more  to  the  point  than 
any  definitions  in  a  dictionary,  and  detailed  word  or  thought 
analysis  should  not  be  attempted  with  pupils  below  high  school 
age.  In  a  word,  the  students  should  have  only  so  much  help 
as  will  teach  them  to  see  the  beauty  and  feel  the  power  of 
what  they  read,  and  to  connect  themselves  and  their  daily  lives 



F 
INTIWDUCTION  xxxiij 

with  t&*?  liti?  and  living  about  which  tbey  read.  All  else  we 
may  safeiy  leave  to  the  pupils  themselves,  for  evai  *'a  child 
judges  writing  as  well  as  the  writer  after  his  own  fashion." To  read  the  Carol  and  Cricket  in  the  scheolroom  with  the 

most  judicious  and  enthusiastic  teacher  would  be  of  little  value 
m  the  truest  educational  sense,  did  it  not  awaken  a  desire  on 
the  part  of  some  of  the  readers  to  know  better  Dickens  and  his 
Btories.  Pupils  of  the  upper  grammar  grades  can  read  with 
pleasure  the  eaiiier  parts  of  David  Copperjield,  Oliver  Twist, 
Great  Expectations,  Domhey  and  Son,  and  those  chapters  of 
Old  Curiosity  Sliop  which  describe  Little  Nell  and  her  grand- 

father, Mrs.  Jarley's  waxworks,  and  the  death  of  Little  Nell. 
These  selections,  adapted  to  the  taste  and  mental  capacity  of 
children,  may  arouse  and  foster  a  love  for  Dickens,  which  shall 
lead  at  a  maturer  age  to  a  more  intimate  knowledge  of  bis 
novels,  and  through  them  to  an  acquaintanee  with  a  host  of 
the  most  humorous,  the  most  kindly,  and  ti»e  most  human 
characters  in  literature. 





A   CHRISTMAS   CAROL 

IN   PEOSE 

BEING 

A  GHOST  STORY  OF  CHRISTMAS 





A  CHEISTMAS   CAROL** 

STAVE*  ONE 

mauley's  ghost 

Marley  was  dead :  to  begin  -with.  There  is  no  doubt  what- 
ever about  that.  The  register  of  his  burial  was  signed  by  the 

clergyman,  the  clerk,  the  undertaker,  and  the  chief  mourner. 

Scrooge  signed  it :  and  Scrooge's  name  was  good  upon  'Change," 
for  anything  he  chose  to  put  his  hand  to.  Old  Marley  was  as 
dead  as  a  dooi'-nail. 

Mind  !  x  don't  mean  to  say  that  I  know,  of  my  own  knowl- 
edge, what  there  is  particularly  deatl  about  a  door-naU.  I  might 

have  been  inclined,  myself,  to  regard  a  coffin-nail  as  the  deadest 
piece  of  ironmongery  in  the  trade.  But  the  wisdom  of  our  an- 

cestors is  in  the  simile ;  and  my  unhallowed  hands  shall  not 

disturb  it,  or  the  Country's  done  for.  You  wiU  therefore  per- 
mit me  to  repeat,  emphatically,  that  Marley  was  as  dead  as  a 

door-nail. 
Scrooge  knew  he  was  dead  ?  Of  course  he  did.  How  could 

it  be  otherwise  ?  Scrooge  and  he  were  partners  for  I  don't  know 
how  many  years.  Scrooge  was  his  sole  executor,  his  sole  admin- 

istrator, his  sole  assign,  his  sole  residuary  legatee,  his  sole  friend 
and  sole  mourner.  And  even  Scrooge  was  H»t  e«  dreadfully  cut 
up  by  the  sad  event,  but  that  he  was  as  exteUant  man  of  busi- 
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ness  on  the  very  day  of  the  funeral,  and  solemnised  it  ■with  an 
uiidoubtcil  bargain. 

The  mention  of  Marley's  funeral  brings  me  back  to  the  point 
I  started  from.  There  is  no  doubt  that  Marley  was  dead.  This 
must  be  distinctly  understood,  or  nothing  wonderful  can  come 
of  the  story  I  am  going  to  relate.  If  we  were  not  perfectly 

convinced  that  Hamlet's  Father  died  before  the  play  began,  there 
would  be  nothing  more  remarkable  in  his  taking  a  stroll  at  night, 
in  an  easterly  wind,  upon  his  owa.  ramparts,  than  there  would 
be  in  any  other  middle-aged  gentleman  rashly  turning  out  after 

dark  in  a  breezy  spot  —  say  Saint  Paul's  Churchyard"  for  in- 
stance—  literally  to  astonish  his  son's  weak  miml. 

Scrooge  never  painted  out  Old  Marley's  name.  There  it 
stood,  years  afterwards,  above  the  warehouse  door :  Scrooge  and 
Marley.  The  firm  was  known  as  Scrooge  and  Marley.  Some- 

times people  new  to  the  business  called  Scrooge  Scrooge,  and 
sometimes  Marley,  but  he  answered  to  both  names  :  it  was  all 
the  same  to  him. 

Oh !  But  he  was  a  tight-fisted  hand  at  the  gi'indstone, 
Scrooge  !  a  squeezing,  wrenching,  grasping,  scraping,  clutching, 
covetous,  old  sinner !  Hard  and  sharp  as  flint,  from  which  no 
steel  had  ever  stmck  out  generous  fire ;  secret,  and  self-contained, 
and  solitary  as  an  oyster.  The  cold  within  him  froze  his  old 
features,  nipped  his  pointed  nose,  shrivelled  his  cheek,  stiffened 
his  gait ;  made  his  eyes  red,  his  thin  lips  blue  ;  and  spoke  out 
shrewdly  in  his  grating  voice.  A  frosty  rime  was  on  his  head, 
and  on  his  eyebrows,  and  his  wiry  chin.  He  carried  his  own 
low  temperature  always  about  with  him ;  he  iced  his  office  in 

the  dog-days ;  and  didn't  thaw  it  one  degree  at  Christmas. 
External  heat  and  cold  had  little  influence  on  Scrooge.  No 

warmth  could  warm,  nor  wintry  weather  chill  him.  No  wind 
that  blew  was  bitterer  than  he,  no  falhng  snow  was  more  intent 
UDon  its  purpose,  no  pelting  rain  less  open  to  entreaty.  Foul 
wi^ather  didn't  know  where  to  have  him.     The  heaviest  rain. 
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and  snow,  and  hail,  and  sleet,  could  boast  of  the  advantage 

over  him  in  only  one  respect.  They  often  ''  came  down  "  hand- 
somely, and  Scrooge  never  did. 

Nobody  ever  stopped  him  in  the  street  to  say,  with  gladsome 

looks,  "My  dear  Scrooge,  how  are  you?  AVhen  will  you  come 
to  see  me  ? "  No  beggars  implored  him  to  bestow  a  trifle,  no 
children  asked  liim  what  it  was  o'clock,  no  man  or  woman  ever 
once  in  aU  his  Ufe  inquired  the  way  to  such  and  such  a  place,  of 

Scrooge.  Even  the  blind  men's  dogs  appeared  to  know  him  : 
and  when  they  saw  him  coming  on,  would  tug  their  owners  into 
doorways  and  up  courts ;  and  then  would  wag  their  tails  as 

though  they  said,  "  No  eye  at  aU  is  better  than  an  evil  eye,  dark 
master ! " 

But  what,  did  Scrooge  care  ?  It  was  the  very  thing  he  liked. 
To  edge  his  Avay  along  the  crowded  paths  of  life,  warning  all 
human  sympathy  to  keep  its  distance,  was  what  the  knowing 

ones  cjdl  "  nuts  "  to  Scrooge.  e 
Once  upon  a  time  —  of  all  the  good  days  in  the  year,  on 

Christmas  Eve  —  old  Scrooge  sat  busy  in  his  counting-house.  It 
was  cold,  bleak,  biting  weather :  foggy  withal :  and  he  could 
near  the  people  in  the  court  outside  go  wheezing  up  and  down, 
^leatrng  their  hands  upon  their  breasts,  and  stamping  their  feet 
upon  the  pavement-stones  to  warm  them.  The  City  clocks  had 
only  just  gone  Jhree,  but  it  was  quite  dark  already  :  it  had  not 
been  light  all  day  :  and  candles  were  flaring  in  the  windows  of 
the  neighbouring  offices,  like  ruddy  smears  upon  the  palpable 
brown  air.  The  fog  came  pouring  in  at  every  chink  and  key- 

hole, and  was  so  dense  without,  that  although  the  court  was  of 
the  narrowest,  the  houses  opposite  were  mere  phantoms.  To 
see  the  dingy  cloud  come  drooping  down,  obscuring  everything, 
one  might  have  thought  that  Nature  lived  hard  by,  and  was 
brewing  on  a  large  scale. 

The  door  of  Scrooge's  counting-house  was  open  that  he  might 
keep  his  eye  upon  his  clerk,  who  in  a  dismal  little  cell  beyond,  > 
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sort  of  tanK,  was  coijying  letters.  Scrooge  had  a  v^ery  small  fire, 
but  the  clerk's  fire  was  so  very  much  smaller  that  it  looked  like 
oue  coal.  But  he  couldn't  replenish  it,  for  Scrooge  kept  the 
ooal-box  in  his  own  room ;  and  so  surely  as  the  clerk  came  in 
with  the  shovel,  the  master  i)redicted  that  it  would  be  neces- 

sary for  them  to  part.  Wherefore  the  clerk  put  on  his 
white  comforter,  and  tried  to  warm  himself  at  the  candle  : 
in  which  effort,  not  being  a  man  of  a  strong  imagination,  he 
failed. 

"  A  Merry  Christmas,  uncle  !  God-  save  you  ! "  cried  a  cheer- 
ful voice.  It  was  the  voice  of  Scrooge's  nephew,  who  came 

upon  him  so  quickly  that  this  was  the  first  intimation  he  had 
of  his  approach. 

"  Bah  !  "  said  Scrooge,  "  Humbug ! " 
He  had  so  heated  himself  with  rapid  walking  in  the  fog  and 

frost,  this  nephew  of  Scrooge's,  that  he  was  all  in  a  glow ; ,  his 
face  was  ruddy  and  handsome ;  his  eyes  sparkled,  and  his 
breath  smoked  again. 

"  Christmas  a  humbug,  uncle ! "  said  Scrooge's  nephew. 
*'You  don't  mean  that,  I  am  sure." 

"I  do,"  said  Scrooge.  "Meriy  Christmas!  What  right 
have  you  to  be  merry  ?  What  reason  have  you  to  be  merry  1 

You're  poor  enough." 
"Come,  then,"  returned  the  nephew,  gayly.  "What  right 

have  you  to  be  dismal  ?  What  reason  have  you  to  be  morose  ? 

You're  rich  enough." 
Scrooge  having  no  better  answer  ready  on  tlie  spur  of  th* 

moment,  said,  "  Bah ! "  again ;  and  fuUowed  it  up  with 
"  Humbug." 

"  Don't  be  cross,  uncle,"  said  the  nephew. 
"  What  else  can  I  be,"  returned  the  uncle,  "  when  I  live  in 

such  a  world  of  fools  as  this  ?  Merry  Christmas  !  Out  upon 

merry  Christmas  !  What's  Christmas  time  to  you  but  a  time 
for  jiaying  bills  without  money ;  a  time  ft)r  finding  yourself  a 
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year  older,  but  not  an  hour  richer ;  a  time  for  balancing  your 

books  and  having  every  item  in  'em  through  a  round  dozen  of 
months  presented  dead  against  you?  If  I  could  work  my  wiU,'' 
said  Scrooge,  indignantly,  "every  idiot  who  goes  about  with 
'  Merry  Christmas,'  on  his  lips,  should  be  boiled  with  his  owu 
pudding,  and  buried  with  a  stake  of  holly  through  his  heart. 

He  should ! " 

"  Uncle  ! "  pleaded  the  nephew. 
"  Nephew  ! "  returned  the  uncle,  sternly,  "  keep  Christmas 

in  your  own  way,  and  let  me  keep  it  in  mine." 
"  Keep  it ! "  repeated  Scrooge's  nephew.  "  But  you  don't 

keep  it."  •* 
"Let  me  leave  it  alone,  then,"  said  Scrooge.  "Much  good 

may  it  do  you  !     Much  good  it  has  ever  done  you  ! " 
"  There  are  many  things  from  which  I  might  have  derived 

good,  by  which  I  have  not  profited,  I  dare  say,"  returned  the 
nephew  :  "  Christmas  among  the  rest.  But  I  am  sure  I  have 
always  thought  of  Christmas  time,  when  it  has  come  round  — 
apart  from  the  veneration  due  to  its  sacred  name  and  origin. 

if  anything  belonging  to  it  can  be  apart  from  that  —  as  a  good 
kime :  a  kind,  forgiving,  charitable,  pleasant  time :  the  only 
time  I  know  of,  in  the  long  calendar  of  the  year,  when  men 

and  women  seem  by  one  consent  to  open  their  shut-up  hearts 
freely,  and  to  think  of  people  below  them  as  if  they  really  were 
fellow-passengers  to  the  grave,  and  not  another  race  of  creatures 
bound  on  other  journeys.  And  therefore,  uncle,  though  it  has 
never  put  a  scrap  of  gold  or  silver  in  my  pocket,  I  believe  that 
it  has  done  me  good,  and  will  do  me  good ;  and  I  say,  God 

bless  it ! " 
The  clerk  in  the  Tank  involuntarily  applauded:  becoming 

immediately  sensible  of  the  impropriety,  he  poked  the  fire,  and 
extinguished  the  last  frail  spark  forever. 

"  Let  me  hear  another  sound  from  yow,"  said  Scrooge,  "  and 
you'U  keep  your  Christmas  by  losing  your  situation."     "You're 
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quite  a  powerful  speaker,  Sir,"  he  added,  turniug  to  his  nephew. 
•'I  wonder  you  don't  go  into  Parliament." 

"  Don't  be  angry,  uncle.     Come  !    Dine  with  us  to-morro'W.'' 
tScrooge  said  that  he  would  see  him   yes,  indeed  he  did. 

He  went  the  whole  length  of  the  expression,  and  said  that  he 
would  see  him  in  that  extremity  first. 

'*  But  why  ? "  cried  Scrooge's  nephew.     "  Why  ? " 
"  Why  did  you  get  married  ? "  said  Scrooge. 
"  Because  I  fell  in  love." 

"  Because  you  fell  in  love  ! "  growled  Scrooge,  as  if  that  were 
the  only  one  thing  in  the  world  more  ridiculous  than  a  merry 
Christmas.     "  Good  afternoon  ! " 

"  ISfay,  uncle,  but  you  never  came  to  see  me  before  that 

happened.     Why  give  it  as  a  reason   for  not  coming  now?" 
"  Good  afternoon,"  said  Scrooge. 
"  I  want  nothing  from  you ;  I  ask  nothing  of  you ;  why  can- 

not  we  be  friends  'I  " 
"Good  afternoon,"  said  Scrooge. 
"  1  am  sorry,  with  all  my  heart,  to  find  you  so  resolute.  We 

have  never  had  any  quarrel,  to  whicli  I  have  been  a  party.  But 

I  have  made  the  trial  in  homage  to  Christmas,  and  I'U  keep 
my  Christmas  humour  to  the  last.  So  A  Merry  Christmas, 

uncle ! " 
■^     "  Good  afternoon  !  "  said  Scrooge. 

"  And  A  Happy  New  Year  ! " 
"  Good  afternoon  !  "  said  Scrooge. 
His  nephew  left  the  room  without  an  angry  word,  notwith- 

standing. He  stopped  at  the  outer  door  to  bestow  the  greet- 
ings of  the  season  on  the  clerk,  who,  cold  as  he  was,  was 

warmer  than  Scrooge ;  for  he  returned  them  cordially. 

"  There's  another  fellow,"  muttered  Scrooge ;  who  overheard 
him:  "my  clerk,  with  fifteen  shillings  a-week,  and  a  wifa 

and  family,  talking  about  a  merry  Christmas.  I'll  retire  *# 

Bedlam."" 
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This  hmatic,  in  letting  Scrooge's  nephew  out,  had  let  two 
other  people  in.  They  were  portly  gentlemen,  pleasant  to  be- 

hold, and  now  stood,  with  their  hats  off",  in  Scrooge's  office. 
They  had  books  and  papers  in  their  hands,  and  bowed  to  him. 

''  Scrooge  and  Marley's,  I  believe,"  said  one  of  the  gentlemen, 
referring  to  his  list.  "  Have  I  the  pleasure  of  addressing  Mr. 
Scrooge,  or  Mr.  Marley  ? " 

"Mr.  Marley  has  been  dead  these  seven  j^ears,"  Scrooge  re 
plied.     *'  He  (Hed  seven  years  ago,  this  verj'  niglit." 

*•  We  have  no  tloubt  his  liberality  is  well  represented  by  his 
surviving  partner,"  said  the  gentleman,  presenting  his  credentials. 

It  certainly  was  ;  for  they  had  been  two  kindred  spirits.  At 

the  ominous  wcn'd  "  liberality,"  Scrooge  frowned,  and  shook  his 
heail,  and  handed  the  credentials  back. 

"  At  this  festive  season  of  the  year,  Air.  Scrooge,"  said  the 
gentleman,  taking  up  a  pen,  "it  is  more  than  usually  desirable 
that  we  should  make  some  slight  provision  for  the  poor  and 

destitute,  who  sutler  greatly  at  the  present  time.  Many  thou- 
sands are  in  want  of  common  necessaries ;  hundreds  of  thou- 

sands arc  in  want  of  common  comforts,  Sir." 
"Are  there  no  prisons?"  asked  Scrooge. 
"Plenty  of  prisons,"  said  the  gentleman,  laying  down  the 

pen  again. 

"And  the  Union  workhouses"?"  demanded  Scrooge.  "Are 
they  still  in  operation?" 

"  They  are.  Still,"  returned  the  gentleman,  "  I  wish  I  could 
say  they  were  not." 

"The  Tre;idmill°  and  the  Poor  Law°  are  in  full  vigour, 
then?"  said  Scrooge. 

"  Both  very  busy.  Sir." 
"Oh  !  I  was  afraid,  from  what  you  said  at  first,  that  some- 

thing had  occurred  to  stop  them  in  their  useful  course,"  said 
Scrooire.     "  Fm  very  glad  to  hear  it." 

"  Under  the  impression  that  they  scarcely  funiish  Christian 
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cheer  of  mind  or  lx»dy  to  the  multitude,"  returned  the  gentle- 
man, "  a  few  of  us  are  endeavouring  to  raise  a  fund  to  buy  the 

Poor  some  meat  and  drink,  and  means  of  warmth.  We  choose 
this  time,  because  it  is  a  time,  of  all  others,  when  Want  is 
keenly  felt,  and  Abundance  rejoices.  What  shall  I  put  you 

down  for  ? " 

"  Nothing  ! "  Scrooge  replied. 
■ "  You  wish  to  be  anonjTnous  ?  " 
'*  I  wish  to  be  left  alone,"  said  Scrooge.  "  Since  you  ask  me 

what  I  wish,  gentlemen,  that  is  my  answer.  I  dou't  make 
merry  myself  at  Christmas,  and  I  can't  afford  to  make  idle 
people  merry.  I  help  to  support  the  establishments  I  have 
mentioned :  they  cost  enough :  and  those  who  are  badly  off 

must  go  there." 
"  Many  can't  go  there ;  and  many  would  rather  die." 
"  If  they  would  rather  die,"  said  Scrooge,  "  they  had  better 

•do  it,  and  decrease  the  surplus  population.  Besides  —  excuse 
me — I  don't  know  that." 

"  But  you  might  know  it,"  observed  the  gentleman. 
"  It's  not  my  business,"  Scrooge  returned.  "  It's  enough  for 

a  man  to  understand  his  own  business,  and  not  to  interfere  with 

other  people's.  Mine  occupies  me  constantly.  Good  afternoon, 

gentlemen  ! " 
Seeing  clearly  that  it  would  be  useless  to  pursue  theii"  point, 

the  gentlemen  withdrew.  Scrooge  resumed  his  labours  with  an 
improved  opinion  of  himself,  and  in  a  more  facetious  temper 
than  was  usual  with  him. 

Meanwhile  the  fog  and  darkness  thickened  so,  that  people 

ran  abou*.  'vith  flaring  links,"  proffering  their  services  to  go 
before  horses  in  carriages,  and  conduct  them  on  their  way.  The 
ancient  tower  of  a  church,  whose  gruff  old  beU  was  always  peep- 

ing slyly  down  at  Scrooge  out  of  a  gothic  window  in  the  wall, 
became  invisible,  and  struck  the  hours  and  quarters  in  the 
clouds,  with  tremulous  vibrations  afterwards  as  if  its  teeth 



A   CHRISTMAS  CAROL  11 

were  chattering  in  its  frozen  head  up  there.  The  cold  became 
intense.  In  the  main  street  at  the  comer  of  the  court,  some 

labourers  were  repairing  the  gas-pipes,  and  had  lighted  a  great 
fire  in  a  brazier,  round  "which  a  partj'  of  ragged  men  and  boys 
were  gathered  :  warming  tlieir  hands  and  winking  their  eyes 
before  the  blaze  in  rapture.  The  water-plug  being  left  in  soli- 

tude, its  overflowings  sullenly  congealed,  and  turned  to  misan- 
thropic ice.  The  brightness  of  the  shops  where  holly  sprigs 

and  berries  crackled  in  the  lamp  heat  of  the  windows,  made 

pale  faces  ruddy  as  they  passed.  Poulterers'  and  grocers'  trades 
became  a  splendid  joke :  a  glorious  pageant,  A\ith  which  it  was 
next  to  impossible  to  believe  that  such  didl  principles  as  bar- 

gain and  sale  had  anything  to  do.  The  Lord  Mayor,°  in  the 
stronghold  of  the  mighty  Mansion  House,"  gave  orders  to  his 
fifty  cooks  and  butlers  to  keep  Christmas  as  a  Lord  Mayor's 
household  should  ;  and  even  the  little  tailor,  whom  he  had  fined 
five  shiUiugs  on  the  pre\ious  Monday  for  being  drunk  and  blood- 

thirsty in  the  streets,  stirred  up  to-morrow's  pudding  in  his 
garret,  while  his  lean  wife  and  the  baby  sallied  out  to  buy  th» 
beef. 

Foggier  yet,  and  colder !  Piercing,  searching,  biting  cold. 

If  the  good  Saint  Dunstan°  had  but  nipped  the  Evil  Spirit's 
nose  with  a  touch  of  such  weather  as  that,  instead  of  using  his 
familiar  weapons,  then  indeed  he  woukl  have  roared  to  lusty 
purpose.  The  owner  of  one  scant  young  nose,  gnawed  and 
mumbled  by  the  hungrj^  cold  as  bones  are  gnawed  by  dogs, 

stooped  down  at  Scrooge's  keyhole  to  regale  him  with  a  Christ- mas carol :  but  at  the  first  sound  of 

"  God  bless  you,  merry  gentleman ) 
May  nothing  you  dismay  I " 

Scrooge  seized  the  ruler  Avith  such  energy  «f  actio*,  that  the 
singer  fled  in  terror,  leaving  the  keyhole  to  the  fog  and  eveB 
more  OHigaiial  frost. 
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At  length  the  hour  of  slmtting  up  the  counting-house  airived. 
With  an  ill-will  Scrooge  dismounted  from  his  stool,  and  tacitly 
admitted  the  fact  to  the  expectant  clerk  in  the  Tank,  wha 
instantly  snuffed  his  candle  out,  and  put  on  his  hat. 

"  You'll  want  all  day  to-moiTow,  I  suppose  ? "  said  Scrooge. 
"  If  quite  convenient,  Sir." 
"  It's  not  convenient,"  said  Scrooge,  "  and  it's  not  fair.  If  I 

"Was  to  stop  half-a-crowr°  for  it,  you'd  think  yourself  ill-used, 
I'll  be  bound?" 

The  clerk  smiled  faintly, 

"  And  yet,"  said  Scrooge,  ■  you  don't  think  me  ill-used,  when 
I  pay  a  day's  wages  for  no  work." 

The  clerk  observed  that  it  was  only  once  a  year. 

"  A  poor  excuse  for  picking  a  man's  pocket  every  twenty-fifth 
■of  December ! "  said  Scrooge,  buttoning  his  great-coat  to  the 
chin.  "  But  I  suppose  you  must  have  the  whole  day.  Be 
here  all  the  earlier  next  morning !  " 

The  clerk  promised  that  he  would ;  and  Scrooge  walked  out 
with  a  growl.  The  office  was  closed  in  a  twinkling,  and  the 
clerk,  with  the  long  ends  of  his  white  comforter  dangling  below 

his  waist  (for  he  boasted  no  great-coat),  went  down  a  slide  on 
C!ornhill,°  at  the  end  of  a  lane  of  boys,  twenty  times,  in  honour 
of  its  being  Christmas  Eve,  and  then  ran  home  to  Camden 

Town°  as  hard  as  he  could  pelt,  to  play  at  blindman's-buff. 
Scrooge  took  his  melancholy  dinner  in  his  usual  melancholy 

tavern ;  and  having  read  all  the  newspapers,  and  beguiled  the 

rest  of  the  evening  with  his  banker's-book,  went  home  to  bed. 
He  lived  in  chambers  which  had  once  belonged  to  his  deceased 
partner.  They  were  a  gloomy  suite  of  rooms,  in  a  lowering  pile 
of  building  up  a  yard,  where  it  had  so  httle  business  to  be,  that 
one  could  scarcely  help  fancying  it  must  have  run  tiiere  when 

it  was  a  young  house,  playing  at  hide-and-seek  with  other 
houses,  and  have  forgotten  the  way  out  again.  It  was  old 
enough  now,  and  dreary  enough,  for  nobody  lived  in  it  but 
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Scrooge,  the  other  rooms  beiug  all  let  out  as  offices.  The 
yard  was  so  dark  that  even  Scrooge,  who  knew  its  every  stone. 

Avas  fain  to  gi"ope  with  his  hands.  The  fog  and  frost  so  hung 
about  the  black  old  gateway  of  the  house,  that  it  seemed  as  if 
the  Genius  of  the  Weather  sat  in  mournful  meditation  on  the 
threshold. 

Xow,  it  is  a  fact,  that  there  was  nothing  at  all  particula*?" 
about  the  knocker  on  the  door,  except  that  it  was  very  large 
It  is  also  a  fact,  that  Scrooge  had  seen  it,  night  and  morning; 
during  his  whole  residence  in  that  place;  also  that  Scrooge  ha4 

as  little  of  what  is  called  fancy  about  him  as  any  man  in  th'^ 
City  of  London,  even  including  —  which  is  a  bold  word  —  th'* 
corporation,  aldermen,  and  livery.  Let  it  also  be  borne  iv 
mind  that  Scrooge  had  not  bestowed  one  thought  on  Marley, 

since  his  last  mention  of  his  seven-years'  dead  partner  thf>1 
afternoon.  And  then  let  any  man  explain  to  me,  if  he  can. 
how  it  happened  that  Scrooge,  having  his  key  in  the  lock  oi 
die  door,  saw  in  the  knocker,  without  its  undergoing  any  inte?:- 

mediate  process  of  change :  not  a  knocker,  but  Marley's  face. 
iMarley's  face.  It  was  not  in  impenetrable  shadow  as  the 

other  objects  in  the  yard  were,  but  had  a  dismal  light  about  itv 

like  a  bad  lobstei'  in  a  dark  cellar.  It  was  not  angry  or  fero- 
cious, but  looked  at  Scrooge  as  Marley  used  to  look :  with 

ghostly  spectacles  turned  up  on  its  ghostly  forehead.  Th« 
hair  was  curiously  stirred,  as  if  by  breath  or  hot  air ;  and. 
though  the  eyes  were  wide  open,  they  were  perfectly  motion- 

less. That,  and  its  livid  colour,  made  it  horrible ;  but  its  hor- 
ror seemed  to  be  in  spite  of  the  face  and  beyond  its  control, 

rather  than  a  part  of  its  own  expression. 
As  Scrooge  looked  fixedly  at  this  phenomenon,  it  was  a 

knocker  again. 
To  say  that  he  was  not  startled,  or  that  his  blood  was  not 

conscious  of  a  terrible  sensation  to  which  it  had  been  a  strangei 
from  infancy,  would  be  untrue.     But  he  put  his  hand  upon  the 
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key  he  had  relinquished,  turned  it  sttweKay,  walked  in,  and 
lighted  his  candle. 

He  did  pause,  with  a  moment's  irreat^tion,  before  he  shut 
the  door ;  and  he  did  look  cautiously  behind  it  first,  as  if  hf 

half-expected  to  be  terrified  with  the  aght  of  Marley's  pigtail 
sticking  out  into  the  hall.  But  there  was  nothing  ou  the  back 
of  the  door,  except  the  screws  and  nuts  that  held  the  knocker 

on  ;  so  he  said  "  Pooh,  pooh  ! "  and  closed  it  with  a  bang. 
The  sound  resounded  through  the  house  like  thunder.  Every 

room  above,  and  every  cask  in  the  wine-merchant's  cellars  below, 
appeared  to  have  a  separate  peal  of  echoes  of  its  o-wti.  Scrooge 
was  not  a  man  to  be  frightened  by  echoes.  He  fastened  the 
door,  and  walked  across  the  hall,  and  up  the  stairs  :  slowly  too : 
trimming  his  candle  as  he  went. 

You  may  talk  vaguely  about  driving  a  coach-and-six°  up  a 
good  old  flight  of  stairs,  or  through  a  bad  young  Act  of  Parha- 
ment ;  but  I  mean  to  say  you  might  have  got  a  hearse  up  that 

staircase,  and  taken  it  broadwise,  with  the  splinter-bar°  towards 
the  wall,  and  the  door  towards  the  balustrades :  and  done  it 
easy.  There  was  plenty  of  width  for  that,  and  room  to  spare  ; 

■which  is  perhaps  the  reason  why  Scrooge  thought  he  saw  a 
locomotive  hearse  going  on  before  him  in  the  gloom.  Half-a- 

dozen  gas-lamps  out  of  the  street  wouldn't  have  lighted  the 
entry  too  well,  so  you  may  suppose  that  it  was  pretty  dark  with 

Scrooge's  dip. 
Up  Scrooge  went,  not  caring  a  button  for  that :  darkness  is 

cheap,  and  Scrooge  liked  it.  But  before  he  shut  his  heavy  door, 
he  walked  through  his  rooms  to  see  that  all  was  right.  He  had 
just  enough  recollection  of  the  face  to  desire  to  do  that. 

Sitting-room,  bedroom,  lumber-room.  All  as  they  should  be. 
Nobody  under  the  table,  nobody  under  the  sofa ;  a  small  fire 
in  the  grate ;  spoon  and  basin  ready ;  and  the  little  saucepan 

of  gruel  (Scrooge  had  a  cold  in  his  head)  »p«a  the  hob.  No- 
body under  the  bed;   nobody  in   the   d«*eet;  nobody  in   his 
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'Iressiug-gowu,  wtiiok  was  hanging  up  in  a  suBiHcious  attitude 
against  the  wall.  Liimber-room  as  usual.  Old  fire-guard,  (Ad 
shoes,  two  fish-baskets,  washing-stand  on  three  legs,  and  a 
poker. 

Quite  satisfied,  he  closed  his  door,  and  locked  himself  in ; 
double-locked  himself  in,  which  was  not  his  custom.  Thus 
secured  against  surpiise,  he  took  off  his  cravat;  put  on  his 

dressing-gown  and  slippers,  and  his  nightcap;  and  sat  down 
before  the  fire  to  take  his  giuel. 

It  was  a  very  low  tire  indeed  ;  nothing  on  such  a  bitter  night. 
He  was  obliged  to  sit  close  to  it,  and  brood  over  it,  before  he 
could  extract  the  least  sensation  of  warmth  from  such  a  hand- 

ful of  fuel.  The  fireplace  was  an  old  one,  built  by  some  Dutch 

merchant^  long  ago,  and  paved  all  round  •with  quaint  Dutch 
tiles,  designed  to  illustrate  the  Scriptures.  There  were  Cains 

and  Abels,  Pharaohs'  daughters,  Queens  of  Sheba,  Angelic  mes- 
sengers descending  through  the  air  on  clouds  like  feather-beds, 

Abrahams,  Belshazzars,  Apostles  putting  off  to  sea  in  butter- 
boats, hundreds  of  figures,  to  attract  his  thoughts  ;  and  yet 

that  face  of  Marley,  seven  years  dea<.l,  came  like  the  ancient 

Prophet's  rod,°  and  swallowed  up  the  whole.  If  eAch  smooth 
tile  had  been  a  Uank  at  first,  with  power  to  shape  some  pic- 

ture on  its  surface  firom  the  disjointed  fragments  of  his  thoughts, 

there  would  have  been  a  copy  of  old  Mariey's  head  on  every  one. 
"  Humbug  f"  said  Scrooge ;  and  walked  across  the  room. 
After  several  turns,  be  sat  down  again.  As  he  threw  his 

head  back  in  the  chair,  his  glance  happened  to  rest  upon  a  beH, 
a  disused  bell,  that  hung  in  the  room,  and  communicated  for 
some  purpose  now  forgotten  with  a  chamber  in  the  highest 
story  of  the  building.  It  was  with  great  astonishment,  aad 
with  a  strange,  in^iplicable  dread,  that  as  he  looked,  he  saw 
this  bell  begin  to  swiig-  It  swung  so  softly  in  the  outset  tkat 
it  scarcely  made  a  8««ad ;  but  soon  it  rang  <mt  loudly,  and  st 
cUd  every  bell  in  Hat  hwpc. 
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This  might  have  lasted  half  a  miuute,  or  a  minute,  but  it 
seemed  an  hour.  The  bells  ceased  as  they  had  begun,  together. 
They  were  succeeded  by  a  clanking  noise,  deep  down  below ;  as 
if  some  person  were  dragging  a  heavy  chain  over  the  casks  in 

the  wine-merchant's  cellar.  Scrooge  then  remembered  to  have 
heard  that  ghosts  in  haunted  houses  were  described  as  dragging 
chains. 

The  cellar-door  flew  oj^eu  with  a  booming  sound,  and  then 
he  heard  the  noise  much  louder,  on  the  floors  below ;  then  com- 

ing up  the  stairs ;  then  coming  straight  towards  his  door. 

"It's  humbug  still ! "  said  Scrooge.     "  I  won't  believe  it." 
His  colour  changed  though,  Avhen,  without  a  pause,  it  came 

on  through  the  heavy  door,  and  passed  into  the  room  before  his 
eyes.  Upon  its  coming  in,  the  dying  flame  leaped  up,  sm 

though  it  cried  "  I  know  him  !  Marley's  Ghost ! "  and  fell  again. 
The  same  face  :  the  very  same.  Marley  in  his  pigtail,  usual 

waistcoat,  tights  and  boots  ;  the  tassels  on  the  latter  bristling, 
like  his  pigtail,  and  his  coat-skirts,  and  the  hair  upon  his  head. 
The  chain  he  drew  was  clasped  about  his  middle.  It  was  long, 
and  wound  about  him  like  a  tail ;  and  it  was  made  (for  Scrooge 

obsei-ved  it  closely)  of  cash-boxes,  keys,  padlocks,  ledgers,  deeds, 
and  heavy  purses  wrought  in  steel.  His  body  was  transparent ; 

so  that  Scrooge,  observing  him,  and  looking  through  his  waist- 
coat, could  see  the  two  buttons  on  his  coat  behind. 

Scrooge  had  often  heard  it  said  that  Marley  had  no  bowels, 
but  he  had  never  believed  it  until  now.  * 

No,  nor  did  he  believe  it  even  now.  Though  he  looked  the 
phantom  through  and  through,  and  saw  it  standing  before  him  : 
though  he  felt  the  chilling  influence  of  its  death-cold  eyes  ;  and 
marked  the  very  texture  of  the  folded  kerchief  bound  about  its 
head  and  chin,  which  wrapper  he  had  not  observed  before  :  ho 
was  still  incredulous,  and  fought  against  his  senses. 

"  How  now  !  "  said  Scrooge,  caustic  and  eold  as  ever.  "  What 
do  you  want  with  me  V 
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**  Much  !  "  —  Marley's  \o\ce,  no  doubt  about  ix. 
"  Who  are  you  'I " 
"  Ask  me  who  I  was." 

"  Who  were  you  then  1 "  said  Scrooge,  raising  his  voice. 
*'  You're  particuhir  —  for  a  shade."  He  was  going  to  say  '*  tc 
a  shade,"  but  substituted  this,  as  more  appropriate. 

"In  life  I  was  your  partner,  Jacob  Marley." 
"Can  you  —  can  you  sit  down?"  asked  Scrooge,  looking 

doubtfully  at  him. 
"  I  can." 
"  Do  it  then." 

Scrooge  asked  the  question,  because  he  didn't  know  whether 
a  ghost  so  transparent  might  find  himself  in  a  condition  to  take 
a  chair ;  and  felt  that  in  the  event  of  its  being  imj^ossible,  it 
niiglit  involve  the  necessity  of  an  embarrassing  explanation. 
But  the  Ghost  sat  down  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  fireplace, 
as  if  he  were  quite  used  to  it. 

"You  don't  believe  in  me,"  observed  the  Ghost. 
"I  don't,"  said  Scrooge. 
"  What  evidence  would  you  have  of  my  reality  beyond  that 

/  your  senses  ?  " 
"  I  don't  know,"  said  Scrooge. 
"  Why  do  you  doubt  your  senses?" 
"  Because,"  said  Scrooge,  "  a  little  thing  afi'ects  them.  A 

slight  disorder  of  the  stomach  makes  them  cheats.  You  may 
be  an  undigested  bit  of  beef,  a  blot  of  mustard,  a  crumb  of 

cheese,  a  fragment  of  an  underdone  potato.  There'^  more  of 
gravy  than  of  grave  about  you,  whatever  you  are  !  " 

Scrooge  was  not  much  in  the  habit  of  cracking  jokes,  nor  did 
he  feel,  in  his  heart,  by  any  means  waggish  then.  The  tnith 
is,  that  he  tried  to  be  smart,  as  a  means  of  distracting  his  own 

attention,  and  keeping  down  his  tenor ;  for  the  spectra's  voice 
disturbed  the  very  marrow  in  his  bones. 

To  sit,  staring  at  those  fixed,  glazed  eyes,  in  silence  lb'  n 
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moment,  would  play,  Scrooge  felt,  the  very  deuce  with  him. 

There  was  something  very  awful,  too,  in  the  spectre's  being  pro- 
vided with  an  infernal  atmosphere  of  its  ©wb.  Scrooge  couW 

not  feel  it  himself,  but  this  was  clearly  the  case ;  for  though 
the  Ghost  sat  perfectly  motionless,  its  hair,  and  skirts,  and 
tassels,  were  still  agitated  as  by  the  h«t  vapour  from  aa 
oven. 

"  You  see  this  toothpick  ?  "  said  Sor©oge,  returning  quickly 
to  the  charge,  for  the  reason  just  assigned  ;  aed  wishing,  though 

it  were  only  for  a  second,  to  divert  the  vksoe's  stony  gaze  from' himself. 

"  I  do,"  replied  the  Ghost. 
"  You  are  not  looking  at  it,"  said  S«^»«ge. 
**But  I  see  it,"  said  the  Ghost,  "  notwitkstanding." 
"  Well !"  returned  Scrooge.  "I  have  bat  to  swallow  this, 

and  be  for  the  rest  oi  my  days  persecuted  by  a  legion  of  goblins, 

all  of  my  own  creation.     Humbug,  I  teU  yen  —  humbug  !  " 
At  this  the  spirit  raised  a  frightfiU  cry,  and  shook  its  chain 

with  such  a  dismal  and  appalling  noise,  that  Scrooge  held  on 
tight  to  his  chair,  to  save  himself  from  falling  in  a  swoon.  But 
how  much  greater  was  his  horror,  when  the  phantom  taking 
off  the  bandage  round  its  head,  as  if  it  were  too  warm  to  wear 
indoors,  its  lower  jaw  dropped  dowTi  upon  its  breast ! 

Scrooge  fell  upon  his  knees,  and  clasped  his  hands  before  his 
ikce. 

"  Mercy  ! "  be  said.  **  Dreadful  apparition,  why  do  you 
trouble  me?" 

"  Man  of  the  worldly  mind ! "  replied  the  Ghost,  **  do  you 
believe  in  me  or  not  ?  " 

"I  do,"  said  Scrooge.  "I  must.  But  why  do  spirits  walk 
the  earth,  and  why  do  they  come  to  me  ?  " 

"  It  is  required  of  eveiy  man,"  the  Ghost  returned,  *'  that  the 
spirit  within  him  should  walk  abroad  am©Bg  his  fellow-men,  and 
travel  far  and  wide  j  and  if  that  spirit  goes  »ot  forth  in  life,  it 



A   OMUISTMAS  CAROL  19 

is  condemned  to  di*  iS(^  al'ter  death.  It  is  doomed  to  wander 
through  the  world  —  ah,  woe  is  me!  —  and  witness  what  it 
eannot  share,  but  might  have  shared  on  earth,  and  turned  to 

happiness ! " 
Again  the  spectre  laised  a  cry,  and  shook  its  chain,  and  wrung 

its  shadowy  ha-ndcu 

"  You  are  lettered, "  said  Scrooge,  trembling.  "  Tell  me 

why  ? " 
"  I  wear  the  ehaia  I  forged  in  life,"  replied  the  Ghost.  "  1 

made  it  link  by  link,  and  yard  by  yard ;  I  girded  it  on  of  my 
own  free.wiU  and  ef  my  own  free  will  I  wore  it.  Is  its  pattern 

strange  to  you? " 
Scrooge  trembled  more  and  more. 

"  Or  would  you  know,"  pursued  the  Ghost,  "  the  weight  and 
length  of  the  strong  coil  3''ou  bear  youi-self  1  It  was  full  as 
heavy  and  as  long  as  this,  seven  Christmas  Eves  ago.  You 

have  laboured  on  it,  since.     It  is  a  ponderous  cliain  !  " 
Scrooge  glanced  about  him  on  the  floor,  in  the  expectation  of 

finding  himself  suirounded  by  some  fifty  or  sixty  fathoms  of 
Iron  cable  :  but  he  could  see  nothing. 

"Jacob,"  he  said  imploringly.  "Old  Jacob  Marley,  tell  me 
more.     Speak  comfort  to  me,  Jacob." 

"  I  have  none  to  give,"  the  Ghost  replied.  *'  It  comes  from 
other  regions,  Ebenezer  Scrooge,  and  is  conveyed  by  other 
ministers,  to  other  kinds  of  men.  Nor  can  I  tell  you  what  I 
would.  A  very  little  more,  is  all  permitted  to  me.  I  cannot 
rest,  I  cannot  stay,  I  cannot  linger  anywhere.  My  spirit 
never  walked  beyond  our  counting-house  —  mark  me  !  —  in 
life  my  spirit  never  roved  beyond  the  naiTow  limits  of  our 

money-changing  hole  ;  and  weary  journeys  lie  before  me  ! " 
It  was  a  habit  witk  Scrooge,  whenever  he  became  thought- 

ful, to  put  his  hands  in  liis  breeches  pockets.  Pondering  on 
what  the  Ghost  hail  said,  he  did  so  now,  but  without  lifting  up 
his  eyes,  or  getting  otF  his  knees. 
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"  You  must  have  been  very  slow  about  it,  Jacob,"  Scroog* 
obseiTed,  in  a  business-like  manner,  though  with  humility  an<J 
Reference. 

"  Slow !  "  the  Ghost  repeated. 
"  Seven  years  dead,"  mused  Scrooge.  "  And  travelling  all 

ihe  time ! " 

"  The  whole  time,"  said  the  Ghost.  '*  No  rest,  no  peaee. 
Incessant  torture  of  remorse." 

*'  You  travel  fast  ? "  said  Scrooge. 
"  On  the  wings  of  the  wind,"  replied  the  Ghost. 
"  You  might  have  got  over  a  great  quantity  of  ground  in 

seven  years,"  said  Scrooge. 
The  Ghost,  on  hearing  this,  set  up  another  cry,  and  clanked 

its  chain  so  hideously  in  the  dead  silence  of  the  night,  that  the 

Ward"  would  have  been  justified  in  indicting  it  for  a  nuisance. 
"  Oh !  captive,  bound,  and  double-ironed,"  cried  the  phan- 

tom, "  not  to  know,  that  ages  of  incessant  labour,  by  immortal 
/reatures,  for  this  earth  must  pass  into  eternity  before  the  good 
of  which  it  is  susceptible  is  all  developed.  Not  to  know  that 
nny  Christian  spirit  working  kindly  in  its  little  sphere,  what- 

ever it  may  be,  will  find  its  mortal  life  too  short  for  its  vast 
means  of  usefulness.  Not  to  know  that  no  space  of  regret  can 

make  amends  for  one  life's  opportunity  misused!  Yet  such 
was  I !  Oh  !  such  was  I !  " 

"  But  you  were  always  a  good  man  of  business,  Jafub,  ' 
faltered  Scrooge,  who  now  began  to  apply  this  to  himself. 

"  Business  !  "  cried  the  Ghost,  wringing  its  hands  again. 
"Mankind  was  my  business.  The  common  welfare  was  my 
business  ;  charity,  mercy,  forbearance,  and  benevolence,  were,  all, 
my  business.  The  dealings  of  my  trade  Avere  but  a  drop  of 

water  in  the  comprehensive  ocean  of  my  business  ! " 
It  held  up  its  chain  at  arm's  length,  as  if  that  were  the  cause 

of  aU  its  unavailing  grief,  and  flung  it  heavily  upon  the  •^rouiir' 
again. 
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"  At  this  time  of  the  rolling  year,"  the  spectre  said,  "  I  suffer 
most.  Why  did  I  wulk  through  crowds  of  fellow-beings  with 
my  eyes  turned  do\\T),  and  never  raise  them  to  that  blessed  Star 

which  led  the  Wiso  Meu°  to  a  poor  abode  !  Were  there  no 
poor  homes  to  which  its  light  would  have  conducted  me  1 " 

Scrooge  was  very  nuich  dismayed  to  hear  the  spectre  going 
on  at  this  rate,  and  began  to  quake  exceedingly. 

"  Hear  me  !  "  cried  the  Ghost.     "  My  time  is  nearly  gone." 
"I  will,"  said  Scrooge.  "But  don't  be  hard  upon  me! 

Don't  be  flow^eiy,  Jacob  !     Pray  !  " 
"  How  it  is  that  I  appear  before  you  in  a  shape  that  you  can 

see,  I  may  not  tell.  I  have  sat  invisible  beside  you  many  and 

many  a  day." 
It  was  not  an  agreeable  idea.  Scrooge  shivered,  and  Aviped 

tlie  perspiration  from  his  brow. 

"  That  is  no  light  part  of  my  penance,"  pursued  the  Ghost. 
*'  I  am  here  to-night  to  warn  you,  that  you  have  yet  a  chance 
and  hope  of  escaping  my  fate.  A  chance  and  hope  of  my 

procuring,  Ebenezer." 
"You  wei'e  always  a  good  friend  to  me,"  said  Scrooge. 

"  Thank'ee  !  " 

"You  will  be  haunted,"  resumed  the  Ghost,  "by  Three 

Spirits." 
Scrooge's  countenance  fell  almost  as  low  a^  the  Ghost's  had clone. 

"Is  that  the  chance  and  hope  you  mentioned,  Jacob?  "he 
demanded,  in  a  faltering  voice. 

"  It  is." 

"I  —  I  think  I'd  rather  not,"  said  Scrooge. 
"  Without  their  visits,"  said  the  Ghost,  "you  cannot  hope  to 

shun  the  path  I  tread.  Expect  the  first  tomorrow,  when  the 
bell  tolls  one." 

"  Couldn't  I  take  'em  all  at  once,  and  have  it  over,  Jacob  ?  " 
hinted  Scrooge. 
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"  Expect  the  second  on  the  next  night  at  the  same  hour.  The 
third  upon  the  next  night  when  the  last  stroke  of  twelve  has 
ceased  to  vibrate.  Look  to  see  me  no  more ;  and  look  tha-t,  for 

your  own  sake,  you  remember  what  has  passed  between  us  ! " 
When  it  had  said  these  words,  the  spectre  took  its  wrapper 

from  the  table,  and  bound  it  round  its  head,  as  before.  Scrooge 
knew  this,  by  the  smart  sound  its  teeth  made,  when  the  jaws 
were  brought  together  by  the  bandage.  He  ventured  to  raise 
his  eyes  again,  and  found  his  supernatural  visitor  confronting 
him  in  an  erect  attitude,  with  its  chain  wound  over  and  about 
its  arm. 

The  apparition  walked  backwai'd  from  him  ;  and  at  every 
step  it  took,  the  window  raised  itself  a  littk,  so  that  when  the 
spectre  reached  it,  it  was  wide  open.  It  beckoned  Scrooge  tO' 
approach,  which  he  did.  When  they  were  within  two  paces  of 

each  other,  Marley's  Ghost  held  up  its  hand,  warning  him  to- 
come  no  nearer.     Scrooge  stopped. 

Not  so  much  in  obedience,  as  in  surprise  and  fear :  for  on  the 
raising  of  the  hand,  he  became  sensible  of  confused  noises  in 
the  air ;  incoherent  sounds  of  lamentation  aad  regret ;  wailings- 
inexpressibly  sorrowful  and  self-accusatory.  The  spectre,  after 
listening  for  a  moment,  joined  in  the  raoaniful  dirge ;  and 
floated  out  upon  the  bleak,  dark  night. 

Scrooge  followed  to  the  window :  desperate  in  his  curiosity. 
He  looked  out. 

The  air  was  filled  with  phantoms,  waadering  hither  and 
thither  in  restless  haste,  and  moaning  as  they  went.  Every 

one  of  them  wore  chains  like  Marley's  Ghest ;  some  few  (they 
might  be  guilty  governments)  were  linked  together  ;  none  were 
free.  Many  had  been  personally  knowa  t©  Scrooge  in  their 
lives.  He  had  been  quite  familiar  with  ©ne  old  ghost,  in  a 
white  waistcoat,  with  a  monstrous  iraa  &a£*  attached  to  its 
ankle,  who  cried  piteouBly  at  being  uiiaiie  to  assist  a  wretched 
woman  w^.th  an  infaat,  whom  it  saw  l»ei»w,  «{hw  a  door-step. 
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The  misery  wifck  iiieiu  all  was,  clearly,  that  they  sought 
to  interfere,  for  g*od,  in  human  mattere,  and  had  lost  the 
power  forever. 

Whether  these  creatures  faded  into  mist,  or  mist  enshrouded 
them,  he  could  not  tell.  But  they  and  their  spirit  voices  faded 
together ;  and  the  nigkt  became  as  it  had  been  when  he  walked 
home. 

Scrooge  closed  the  window,  and  examined  the  door  by  which 
the  Ghost  had  entered.  It  was  double-lodied,  as  he  had 
locked  it  with  his  own  hands,  and  the  bolts  were  undisturbed. 

He  tried  to  say  "  Humbug  ! "  but  stopped  at  the  first  syllable. 
And  being,  from  the  «aot;ou  he  had  undergone,  or  the  fatigues 
of  the  day,  or  his  ̂ Lmpse  of  the  Invisible  World,  or  the  dull 
conversation  of  tke  Giiost,  or  the  lateness  of  the  hour,  much 
m  need  of  repose,  waat  straight  to  bed,  without  undressings 
and  fell  asleep  i^mi  ̂ ke  iastant. 



STAVE   TWO 

THE   PERST   OF  THE  THREE  SPIRITS 

When  Scrooge  awoke,  it  was  so  dark,  that  looking  out  of  bed, 
he  could  scarcely  distinguish  the  transparent  window  from  the 
opaque  walls  of  his  chamber.  He  was  endeavouring  to  pierce 
the  darkness  with  his  ferret  eyes,  when  the  chimes  of  a 
neighbouring  church  struck  the  four  quarters.  So  he  listened 
for  the  hour. 

To  his  great  astonishment  the  heavy  bell  went  on  from  six 
io  seven,  and  from  seven  to  eight,  and  regularly  up  to  twelve ; 
then  stopped.  Twelve !  It  was  past  two  when  he  went  to 
bed.  The  clock  was  wrong.  An  icicle  must  have  got  into  the 
works.     Twelve ! 

He  touched  the  spring  of  his  repeater,  to  correct  this  most 
preposterous  clock.  Its  rapid  little  pulse  beat  twelve;  and 
stopped. 

"  Why,  it  isn't  possible,"  said  Scrooge,  "  that  I  can  have 
slept  through  a  whole  day  and  far  into  another  night.  It 

isn't  possible  that  anything  has  happened  to  the  sun,  and  this 
is  twelve  at  noon  !  " 

The  idea  being  an  alarming  one,  he  scrambled  out  of  bed, 
and  gropeil  his  way  to  the  window.  He  was  obliged  to  rub 
the  frost  off  with  the  sleeve  of  his  dressing-gown  before  ho 
could  see  anything;  and  could  see  very  little  then.  All  he 

could  make  out  was,  that  it  was  still  very  foggy  and  ex- 
tremely cold,  and  that  there  was  no  noise  of  people  running  to 

and  fro,  and  making  a  great  stir,  as  there  unquestionably  would 
9A 
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have  beeu  if  night  had  l^eiitcn  otf  bright  day,  and  taken  pos- 
session of  the  world.  This  was  a  great  relief,  because  "  three 

days  after  sight  of  this  First  of  Exchange"  pay  to  Mr.  Ebenezer 
Scrooge  or  his  order,"  and  so  forth,  would  have  become  a  mere 
United  States'  seciuity"  if  there  were  no  days  to  count  by. 

Scrooge  went  to  bed  again,  and  thought,  and  thought,  and 
thought  it  over  and  over  and  over,  and  could  make  nothing  of 
it.  The  more  he  thought,  the  more  perplexed  he  was ;  and  the 

more  he  endeavoured  not  to  think,  the  more  he  thought.  Mar- 

ley's  Ghost  bothered  him  exceedingly.  Every  ti^ne  he  resolved 
within  himself,  after  mature  inquiry,  that  it  was  all  a  dream, 
his  mind  flew  back  again,  like  a  strong  spring  released,  to  its 
first  position,  and  presented  the  same  problem  to  be  worked  all 

through,  "  Was  it  a  dream  or  not  ? " 
Scrooge  lay  in  this  state  until  the  chimes  had  gone  three 

quarters  more,  when  he  remembered,  on  a  sudden,  that  the  Ghost 
had  warned  him  of  a  visitation  when  the  bell  tolled  one.  He 

resolved  to  lie  awake  until  the  hour  was  passed  ;  and,  considering 
that  he  could  no  more  go  to  sleep  than  go  to  Heaven,  this  was 
perhaps  the  wisest  resolution  in  his  power. 

The  quarter  was  so  long,  that  he  was  more  than  once  con- 
vinced he  must  have  sunk  into  a  doze  unconsciously,  and  missed 

the  clock.     At  length  it  broke  upon  his  listening  ear. 

"  Ding,  dong !  " 
"  A  quarter  past,"  said  Scrooge,  counting. 
"  Ding,  dong  !  " 
"  Half-past !  "  said  Scrooge. 
"  Ding,  dong  !  " 
"  A  quarter  to  it,"  said  Scrooge. 
"  Ding,  dong  ! " 
"  The  hour  itself"  said  Scrooge,  triumphantly,  "  and  nothing 

else  ! " 
He  spoke  before  the  hour  bell  sounded,  which  it  now  did 

with  a  deep,  dull,  hollow,  melancholy  One.      Light  flashed  up 
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in  the  room  upoa  tfee  iastant,  and  the  cnHKUBs  «f  his  bed  were 
drawu. 

The  curtains  of  his  bed  were  drawn  aade,  I  tell  you,  by  a 
hand.  Not  the  curtaiBs  at  his  feet,  nor  the  earfcains  at  his  back, 
but  those  to  which  his  feice  was  addressed.  The  curtains  of  his 

bed  were  drawn  aside;  and  Scrooge,  startiag  up  into  a  half- 
recumbent  attitude,  found  himself  face  to  face  with  the  unearthly 
visitor  who  drew  them :  as  close  to  it  as  I  am  now  to  you,  and 
I  am  standing  in  the  spirit  at  your  elbow. 

It  was  a  strange  figure —  like  a  child :  yet  not  so  like  a  child 
as  like  an  old  man,  viewed  through  some  supernatiu-al  medium, 
which  gave  him  the  appearance  of  having  receded  from  the  view, 

and  being  diminished  to  a  child's  proportiwis.  Its  hair,  whicli 
hung  about  its  neck  and  down  its  back,  was  white  as  if  with 
age ;  and  yet  tha  face  had  not  a  wrinkle  in  it,  and  the  tenderest 
bloom  was  on  the  skin.  The  arms  were  very  long  and  muscular  ; 
the  hands  the  same,  as  if  its  hold  were  of  uncommon  strength. 

Its  legs  and  feet,  most  delicately  fonned,  wa-e,  like  those  upper 
members,  bare.  It  wore  a  tunic  of  the  psffest  white ;  and 
round  its  waist  was  bound  a  lustrous  belt,  the  sheen  of  which 

was  beautiful.  It  held  a  branch  of  fresh  green  holly  in  its' 
hand  ;  and,  in  singuiar  contradiction  of  that  wintiy  emblem,  had 
its  dress  trimmed  with  summer  flowers.  But  the  strangest 
thing  about  it  was,  that  from  the  crown  of  its  head  there  sprang 
a  bright  clear  jet  of  light,  by  which  all  this  was  visible  ;  and 
which  was  doubtless  the  occasion  of  its  using,  in  its  duller 

moments,  a  gi'eat  extinguisher  for  a  cap,  which  it  now  held 
under  its  arm. /,/ 

Even  this,  though,  when  Scrooge  looked  at  it  with  increasing 
steadiness,  was  not  its  strangest  quality.  For  as  its  belt  sparkled 
and  glittered  now  in  one  part  and  now  in  another,  and  what 
was  light  one  instant,  at  another  time  was  daxk,  so  the  figure 
itself  fluctuated  in  its  distinctness :  bes«g  imjw  a  thing  with 
one  arm,  now  with  one  leg,  now  with  tw^ly  legs,  now  a  pair 
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of  legs  without  a  head,  now  a  head  without  a  body :  if  which 
dissolving  parts,  no  outhue  would  be  visible  in  the  deii>e  gloom 
wherein  they  melted  away.  And  in  the  very  wonder  of  this, 
it  would  be  itself  again  ;  distinct  and  clear  as  ever. 

"  Are  you  the  Spirit,  Sir,  whose  coming  was  foretold  to  me  ? " 
asked  Scrooge. 

"  I  am  ! " 
The  voice  was  soft  and  gentle.  Singularly  low,  as  if  instead 

of  being  so  close  beside  him,  it  were  at  a  distance. 

"  Who,  and  what  are  you  ? "  Scrooge  demanded. 
"I  am  the  Ghost  of  Christmas  Past." 

"Long  past?"  inquired  Scrooge:  observant  of  its  dwarfsh stature. 

"iSTo.     Your  past." 
Perhaps,  Scrooge  could  not  have  told  anybody  why,  if  any- 

body could  have  asked  liim  ;  but  he  had  a  special  desire  to  see 
the  Spirit  in  his  cap ;  and  begged  him  to  be  covered. 

"  What  I "  exclaimed  the  Ghost,  "  would  you  so  soon  put 
out,  with  worldly  hands,  the  light  I  give  ?  Is  it  not  enough  that 
you  are  one  of  those  whose  passions  made  this  cap,  and  force 
me  through  whole  trains  of  years  to  wear  it  low  upon  my 

brow ! " 
Scrooge  reverently  disclaimed  all  intention  to  offend,  or  any 

knowledge  of  having  wilfully  "  bonneted "  the  Spirit  at  any 
period  of  his  life.  He  then  made  bold  to  inquire  what  business 
brought  him  there. 

"  Your  welfare  ! "  said  the  Ghost. 
Scrooge  expressed  himself  much  obliged,  but  could  not  help 

thinking  that  a  night  of  unbroken  rest  woiUd  have  been  more 
conducive  to  that  end.  The  Spirit  must  have  heard  him  think- 

ing, for  it  said  imaediately :  — 

"  Your  redaMatiea,  then.     Take  heed ! " 
It  put  out  jks  oteaag  kand  as  it  spoke,  and  clasped  him  gentty 

by  the  a>nn. 
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"  Rise  !  and  walk  with  me  !  " 
It  would  have  been  in  vaiu  for  Scrooge  to  plead  that  the 

weather  and  the  hour  were  not  adapted  to  pedestrian  purposes  ; 

that  bed  was  warm,  and  the  thermometer  a  long  way  below' 
freezing;  that  he  was  clad  but  lightly  in  his  slippers,  dressing- 
gown,  and  nightcap  ;  and  that  he  had  a  cold  upon  him  at  that 

time.  The  grasp,  though  gentle  as  a  woman's  hand,  was  not 
to  be  resisted.  He  rose :  but  findmg  that  the  Spirit  made 
towards  the  window,  clasped  its  robe  in  supplication. 

"  I  am  a  mortal,"  Scrooge  remonstrated,  "  and  liable  to 

fall." 
"  Bear  but  a  touch  of  my  hand  there"  said  the  Spirit,  laying 

it  upon  his  heart,  "  and  you  shall  be  upheld  in  more  than  this  ! " 
As  the  words  were  spoken,  they  passed  through  the  wall, 

and  stood  upon  an  open  country  road,  with  fields  on  either  hand. 
The  city  had  entirely  vanished.  Not  a  vestige  of  it  was  to  be 
seen.  The  darkness  and  the  mist  had  vanished  with  it,  for  it 
was  a  clear,  cold,  winter  day,  with  snow  upon  the  ground. 

"  Good  Heaven  ! "  said  Scrooge,  clasping  his  hands  together, 
as  he  looked  about  him.  "  I  was  bred  in  this  place.  I  was  a 

boy  here ! " The  Spirit  gazed  upon  him  mildly.  Its  gentle  touch,  though 
it  had  been  light  and  instantaneous,  appeared  still  present  to 

the  old  man's  sense  of  feeling.  He  was  consrious  of  a  thousand 
odours  floating  in  the  air,  each  one  connected  with  a  thousand 
thoughts,  anil  hopes,  and  joys,  and  cares  long,  long  forgotten  I 

"Your  Hp  is  trembling,"  said  the  Ghost.  "And  what  is 
that  upon  your  cheek?" 

Scrooge  muttered,  with  an  unusual  catching  in  his  voice^ 
that  it  was  a  pimple ;  and  begged  the  Ghost  to  lead  him  where 
he  would. 

"  You  recollect  the  way  ? "  inquired  the  Spirit. 
"Remember  it!"  cried  Scrooge  with  fervour  —  "I  oould 

walk  it  bhndfold." 
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"  Strange  to  have  forgotten  it  for  so  many  years  ! "  observed 
the  Ghost.     "  Let  us  go  on." 

They  walked  along  the  road ;  Scrooge  recognizing  every  gate, 
and  post,  and  tree ;  until  a  little  market-town  appeared  in  the 
distance,  with  its  bridge,  its  church,  and  winding  river.  Some 
shaggy  ponies  now  were  seen  trotting  towards  them  with  boys 
upon  their  backs,  who  called  to  other  boys  in  country  gigs  and 
carts,  driven  by  farmers.  All  these  boys  were  in  great  spirits, 
and  shouted  to  each  other,  until  the  broad  fields  were  so  full  of 
merry  music,  that  the  crisp  air  laughed  to  hear  it. 

"  These  are  but  shadow;,  of  the  things  that  have  been,"  said 
the  Ghost.     "  They  have  jo  consciousness  of  us." 

The  jocund  travellers  came  on;  and  as  they  came,  Scrooge 
knew  and  named  them  every  one.  Why  was  he  rejoiced  beyond 
all  bounds  to  see  them !  Why  did  his  cold  eye  glisten,  and  his 

\ieart  leap  up  as  they  weut  past !  Why  was  he  filled  with  glad- 
less  when  he  heard  them  give  each  other  Merry  Christmas,  as 

Ihey  parted  at  cross-roads  and  by-ways,  for  their  several  homes  ! 
What  was  merry  Christmas  to  Scrooge  1  Out  upon  merry  Christ- 
Has  !     What  good  had  it  ever  done  to  him  1 

"  The  school  is  not  quite  deserted,"  said  the  Ghost.  "  A 
solitaiy  child,  neglected  by  his  friends,  is  left  there  still." 

Scrooge  said  he  knew  it.     And  he  sobbed. 

They  left  the  high-road,  by  a  well-remembered  lane,  and  soor. 
approached  a  mansion  of  dull  red  brick,  with  a  little  weather- 

cock-surmounted cupola,  on  the  roof,  and  a  beU  hanging  in  it. 
It  was  a  large  house,  but  one  of  broken  fortunes  ;  for  the  spa- 

cious offices  were  little  used,  their  walls  were  damp  and  mossy, 
their  windows  broken,  and  their  gates  decayed.  Fowls  clucked 
and  strutted  in  ths  stables ;  and  the  coach-houses  and  sheds 
were  overrun  with  grass.  Nor  was  it  more  retentive  of  its 
ancient  state,  within ;  for  entering  the  dreary  hall,  and  glanc- 

ing through  the  open  do-.^s  of  many  rooms,  they  found  them 
poorly  furnished,  cold,  and  ?ast.     There  was  an  earthy  savour 
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in  the  air,  a  chilly  bareness  in  the  place,  which  associated  itself 
somehow  with  too  much  getting  up  by  candle-light,  and  not  too 
nuioh  to  eat. 

They  went,  the  Ghost  and  Scrooge,  across  the  hall,  to  a  door 
at  the  back  of  the  house.  It  opened  before  them,  and  disclosed 
a.  long,  bare,  melancholy  room,  made  barer  still  by  lines  of  plain 

deal  forrriS°  and  desks.  At  one  of  these  a  lonely  boy  was  read- 
ing near  a  feeble  tire  ;  and  Scrooge  sat  down  upon  a  form,  and 

wept  to  see  his  poor  forgotten  self  as  he  had  used  to  be. 
Not  a  latent  echo  in  the  house,  not  a  squeak  and  scuffle  from 

the  mice  behind  the  panelling,  not  a  drip  from  the  half- thawed 
water-spout  in  the  dull  yard  behind,  not  a  sigh  among  the  leaf- 

less boughs  of  one  despondent  poplar,  not  the  idle  swinging  of 
an  empty  store-house  door,  no,  not  a  clicking  in  the  fire,  but 
fell  upon  the  heart  of  Scrooge  with  softening  influence,  and  gave 
a  freer  passage  to  his  tears. 

The  Spirit  touched  him  on  the  arm,  and  pointed  to  his  younger 
self,  intent  upon  his  reading.  Suddenly  a  man,  in  foreign  gar- 

ments :  wonderfully  real  and  distinct  to  look  at :  stood  outside 
the  window,  with  an  axe  stuck  in  his  belt,  and  leading  au  ass 
laden  with  wood  by  the  bridle. 

"Why,  it's  Ali  Baba°  ! "  Scrooge  exclaimed  in  ecstasy.  "  It's 
dear  old  honest  Ali  Baba  !  Yes,  yes,  I  know  !  One  Christmas 
time,  when  yonder  solitary  child  was  left  here  all  alone,  he  did 
eome,  for  the  first  time,  just  like  that.  Poor  boy !  And 

Valentine," "  said  Scrooge,  "  and  his  wild  brother,  Orson° ; 
there  they  go  !  And  what's  his  name,"  who  was  put  down  in 
his  drawers,  asleep,  at  the  Gate  of  Damascus ;  don't  you  see 
him !  And  the  Sultan's  Groom°  turned  upside  down  by  the 
Genii ;  there  he  is  up^n  his  head  !  Serve  him  right.  J'm  glad 
■of  it.     What  business  had  he  to  be  man-ied  to  the  Princess  ! " 

To  hear  Scrooge  expending  all  the  earnestness  of  his  nature 
on  such  subjects,  in  a  most  extraordinary  voice  between  laugh- 

ing and  crying;  and  to  see  his  heightened  and  excited  faca;- 
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would  have  been  a  surprise  to  his  business  friends  in  the  City, 
indeed. 

"  There's  the  PaiTot ! "  cried  Scrooge.  "  Green  body  and 
yellow  tail,  witli  a  thing  like  a  lettuce  growing  out  of  the  top 
of  his  head ;  there  he  is  !  Poor  Robin  Crusoe,  he  called  him, 

"vrhen  he  came  home  again  after  sailing  round  the  island.  '  Poor 
Robin  Cnisoe,  where  have  you  been,  Robin  Crusoe  1 '  The  man 
thought  he  was  dreaming,  but  he  wasn't.  It  was  the  Parrot, 
you  know.  There  goes  Fridav,  i-unning  for  liis  life  to  the  little 
creek!     Halloa!     Hoop!     Halloo!" 

Then,  with  a  rapidity  of  transition  very  foreign  to  his  usual 

character,  h"  said,  in  pity  for  his  former  self,  "  Poor  boy ! "  and 
cried  again. 

"  I  wish,"  Scrooge  muttered,  putting  his  hand  in  his  pocket, 
and  looking  about  him,  after  cUying  his  eyes  with  his  cuff: 
"but  it's  too  late  now." 

"What  is  the  matter?"  asked  the  Spirit. 
"Nothing,"  said  Scrooge.  "Nothing.  There  was  a  boy 

singing  a  Christmas  Carol  at  my  door  last  night.  I  should 

like  to  have  given  him  something :  that's  all." 
The  Ghost  smiled  thoughtfully,  and  waved  its  hand :  saying 

as  it  did  so,  "  Let  us  see  another  Christmas ! " 

Scrooge's  former  self  grew  larger  at  the  words,  and  the  room ' 
became  a  little  darker  and  more  dirty.  The  panels  shrank,  the 
windows  cracked ;  fragments  of  plaster  fell  out  of  the  ceiling, 
and  the  naked  laths  were  sho^sTi  instead ;  but  how  aU  this  was; 
brought  about,  Scrooge  knew  no  more  than  you  do.  He  only 
knew  that  it  was  qmte  correct ;  that  everything  had  happened 
so ;  that  there  he  was,  alone  again,  when  all  the  other  boys  had 
gone  home  for  the  joUy  holidays. 

He  was  not  reading  now,  but  walking  up  and  down  despair- 
ingly. Scrooge  looked  at  the  Ghost,  and  with  a  mournful  shak- 

ing of  his  head,  glanced  anxiously  towards  tlie  door. 
It  opened;  and  a  little  girl,  much  younger  than  the  bv^y. 
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came  clartiug  in,  autl  putting  her  arms  about  his  neck,  and 

often  kissing  him,  addressed  him  as  her  "  Dear,  dear  brother." 
"  I  have  come  to  bring  you  home,  dear  brother ! "  said  the 

child,  clapping  her  tiny  hands,  and  bending  down  to  laugh. 

"  To  bring  you  home,  home,  home  ! " 
"  Home,  little  Fan  ? "  returned  the  boy. 

"  Yes  !  "  said  the  child,  brimful  of  glee.  "  Home,  for  good ' a,nd  all.  Home,  for  ever  and  ever.  Father  is  so  much  kinder 

than  he  used  to  be,  that  home's  like  Heaven !  He  spoke  so 
gently  to  me  one  dear  night  when  I  was  going  to  bed,  that  I 
was  not  afraid  to  ask  him  once  more  if  you  might  come  home ; 
and  he  said  Yes,  you  should ;  and  sent  me  in  a  coach  to  bring 

you.  And  you're  to  be  a  man  ! "  said  the  child,  opening  her 
eyes,  "  and  are  never  to  come  back  here ;  but  first,  we're  to  be 
together  all  the  Christmas  long,  and  have  the  merriest  time  in 

all  the  world." 

"  You  are  quite  a  woman,  little  Fan  ! "  exclaimed  the  boy. 
She  clapped  her  hands  and  laughed,  and  tried  to  touch  his 

head ;  but  being  too  little,  laughed  again,  and  stood  on  tiptoe 
to  embrace  him.     Then  she  began  to  drag  him,  in  her  childish    j 
eagerness,  towards  the  door ;  and  he,  nothing  loath  to  go,  accom- 

panied her. 

A  terrible  voice  in  the  hall  cried,  "Bring  down  Master 
Scrooge's  box,  there  !  "  and  in  the  hall  appeared  the  schoolmaster 
himself,  who  glared  on  IMaster  Scrooge  Avith  a  ferocious  conde- 

scension, and  threw  him  into  a  dreadful  state  of  mind  by  shaking 
hands  with  him.  He  then  conveyed  him  and  his  sister  into  the 
veriest  old  well  of  a  shivering  best-parlour  that  ever  was  seen, 
where  the  maps  upon  the  wall,  and  the  celestial  and  terrestrial 
globes  in  the  windows,  were  waxy  witli  cold.  Here  he  produced 
a  decanter  of  curiously  light  wine,  and  a  block  of  curiously  heavy 
cake,  and  administered  instalments  of  those  dainties  to  the  young 
people  :  at  the  same  time,  sending  out  a  meagre  servant  to  offer 

a  glass  of  "something"  to  the  postboy,  who  answered  that  he 
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thanked  the  gentleman,  but  if  it  was  the  same  tap  as  he  had 

tasted  before,  he  had  rather  not.  Master  Scrooge's  trunk  being 
by  this  time  tied  on  to  the  top  of  the  chaise,  the  cliildren  bade 

the  schoohuaster  good-by  right  wiUingly ;  and  getting  into  it, 
drove  gayly  down  the  garden- sweep  :  the  quick  wheels  dashing 
the  hoar-frost  and  snow  from  off  the  dark  leaves  of  the  ever- 

greens like  spray. 

"Always  a  delicate  creature,  whom  a  breath  might  have 
withered,"  said  the  Ghost.     "  But  she  had  a  large  heart ! " 

"  So  she  had,"  cried  Scrooge.  "  You're  right.  I'll  not  gain- 
say it,  Spirit.     God  forbid ! " 

"She  died  a  woman,"  said  the  Ghost,  "and  bad,  as  I  think, 
children." 

"One  child,"  Scrooge  returned. 
"  True,"  said  the  Ghost.     "  Your  nephew  ! " 
Scrooge  seemed  uneasy  in  his  mind ;  and  answered  briefly, 

*'  Yes." 
Although  they  had  but  that  moment  left  the  school  behind 

them,  they  were  now  in  the  busy  thoroughfares  of  a  city,  where 
shadowy  passengers  passed  and  repassed ;  where  shadowy  carts 
and  coaches  battled  for  the  way,  and  all  the  strife  and  tumult  of 
a  real  city  were.  It  was  made  plain  enough,  by  the  dressing  of 
the  shops,  that  here  too  it  was  Christmas  time  again ;  but  it 
was  evening,  and  the  streets  were  lighted  up. 

Tlie  Ghost  stopped  at  a  certain  warehouse  door,  and  asked 
Scrooge  if  he  knew  it. 

"Know  it !  "  said  Scrooge.     "Was  I  apprenticed  here?" 
They  went  in.  At  sight  of  an  old  gentleman  in  a  Welsh  wig, 

sitting  behind  such  a  high  desk,  that  if  he  had  been  two  inches 
taller  he  nuist  have  knocked  his  head  against  the  ceiling,  Scrooge 
cried  in  great  excitement :  — 

"Why,  it's  old  Fezziwig !  Bless  his  heart;  it's  Fezziwig 
alive  again  !  " 

Old  Fezziwig  laid  down  his  pen,  and  looked  up  at  the  clock. 
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which  pointed  to  the  hour  of  seven.  He  rubbed  his  hands ;  ad- 
justed his  capacious  waistcoat ;  laughed  all  over  himself,  from 

his  shoes  to  his  organ  of  benevolence ;  and  called  out  in  a  com« 
fortable,  oily,  rich,  fat,  jovial  voice: — • 

"  Yo  ho,  there  !     Ebenezer !     Dick  !  '* 
Scrooge's  former  self,  now  grown  a  young  man,  came  briskly 

in,  accompanied  by  his  fellow-'prentice. 
"  Dick  Wilkins,  to  be  sure ! "  said  Scrooge  to  the  Ghost. 

"  Bless  me,  yes.  There  he  is.  He  was  very  much  attached  to 
me,  was  Dick.     Poor  Dick  !     Dear,  dear ! " 

"  Yo  ho,  my  boys  !  "  said  Fezziwig.  *'  No  more  work  to-night. 
Christmas  Eve,  Dick.  Christmas,  Ebenezer !  Let's  have  the 
shutters  up,"  cried  old  Fezziwig,  with  a  sharp  clap  of  his  hands, 
"  before  a  man  can  say  Jack  Robinson  ! " 

You  wouldn't  believe  how  those  two  fellows  went  at  it !  They 
charged  into  the  street  with  the  shutters — 'One,  two,  three — • 

had  'em  up  in  their  places — four,  five,  six  —  barred  'em  and 
pinned  'em  —  seven,  eight,  nine  —  and  came  back  before  you 
could  have  got  to  twelve,  panting  like  race-horses. 

"  Hilli-ho ! "  cried  old  Fezziwig,  skipping  down  from  the 
high  desk,  with  wonderful  agility.  *'  Clear  away,  my  lads, 
and  let's  have  lots  of  room  here  !  Hilli-ho,  Dick  I  Chirrup, 
Ebenezer ! " 

Clear  away !  There  was  nothing  they  wouldn't  have  cleared 
away,  or  couldn't  have  cleared  away,  with  old  Fezziwig  looking 
on.  It  was  done  in  a  minute.  Every  movable  was  packed  off, 
as  if  it  were  dismissed  from  public  life  for  evermore ;  the  floor 
was  swept  and  watered,  the  lamps  were  trimmed,  fuel  was 
heaped  upon  the  fire ;  and  the  warehouse  was  as  snug,  and 
warm,  and  dry,  and  bright  a  ball-room,  as  you  would  desire  to 

see  upon  a  winter's  night. 
In  came  a  fiddler  with  a  music-book,  and  went  up  to  the  lofty 

desk,  and  made  an  orchestra  of  it,  and  tuned  like  fifty  stomach* 
aches.    In  came  Mrs.  Fezziwig,  one  vast  substantial  smile.    Iiw 
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ca*-«e  tlie  three  Miss  Fezziwigs,  "beaming  aud  lovable.  In  came the  six  young  followers  whose  liearts  they  broke.  In  came  all 

the  young  men  and  ■women  employed  iu  the  business.  In 
came  the  housemaid,  with  her  cousin,  the  baker.  In  came  the 

cook,  with  her  brother's  particular  friend,  the  milkman.  In 
came  the  boy  from  over  the  way.  who  was  suspected  of  not 

having  board  enough  from  his  master ;  trj'ing  to  hide  himself 
beh'nd  the  girl  from  next  door  but  one,  who  was  proved  to  have 
had  her  ears  pulled  by  her  mistress  In  they  all  came,  one  after 
another ;  some  shyly,  some  boldly,  some  gracefully,  some  awk- 

wardly, some  pushing,  some  jjulling ;  in  they  all  came,  anyhow 
and  everyhow.  Away  they  all  went,  twenty  couple  at  once, 
hands  half  round  and  back  again  the  other  way ;  down  the 
middle  and  up  again ;  round  and  round  iu  various  stages  of 
afiectionate  grouping ;  old  top  couple  always  turning  up  in  the 

wrong  place  •  new  top  couple  starting  oft"  again,  as  soon  as  they 
got  there ;  all  top  couples  at  last,  and  not  a  bottom  one  to  help 
them.  When  this  result  was  brought  aboi;t,  old  Fezziwig,  clap- 

ping his  hands  to  stop  the  dance,  cried  out,  "  Well  done  !  "  and 
the  fiddler  plunged  his  hot  face  into  a  pot  of  porter,  especially 

provided  for  that  purpose.  But  scorning  rest  upon  his  reap- 
pearance, he  instantly  began  again,  though  there  were  no 

dancers  yet,  as  if  the  other  fiddler  had  been  carried  home,  ex- 
hausted, on  a  shutter ;  and  he  were'a  bran-new  man  resolved  to 

beat  him  out  of  sight,  or  perish.  / 
There  were  more  dances,  and  there  were  forfeits,  and  more 

dances,  and  there  was  cake,  aud  there  was  negus,  and  there  was 

a  great  piece  of  Cold  Roast,  aud  there  Avas  a  gi-eat  piece  of  Cold 
Boiled,  and  there  were  mince-pies,  and  plenty  of  beer.  But  the 

great  eff'ect  of  the  evening  came  after  the  Roast  and  Boiled, 
when  the  fiddler  (an  artfid  dog,  mind !  The  sort  of  man  who 
knew  his  business  better  than  you  or  I  could  have  told  it  him!) 

struck  up  "  Sir  Roger  de  Coverley."  °  Then  old  Fezziwig  stood 

out  to  dance  Avith  'Mrs.  Fezziwig.    Top  couple,  ̂ oo ;  with  a  good 
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stiff  piece  of  work  cut  out  for  them  ;  three  or  four  and  twenty 
pair  of  partners  ;  people  who  were  not  to  be  trifled  with ;  people 
who  vjould  (lauce,  and  had  no  notion  of  walking. 

But  if  they  had  been  twice  as  many :  ah,  four  times :  old 
Fezziwig  would  have  been  a  match  for  them,  and  so  would  Mrs. 
Fezziwig.  As  to  her,  she  was  worthy  to  be  his  partner  in  every 

sense  of  the  term.  If  that's  not  high  praise,  tell  me  higher,  and 

I'll  use  it.  A  positive  light  appeared  to  issue  from  Fezziwig's 
calves.  They  shone  in  every  part  of  the  dance  like  moons.  You 

coiddn't  have  predicted,  at  any  given  time,  what  would  become 
of  'em  next.  And  when  old  Fezziwig  and  Mrs.  Fezziwig  had 
gone  all  through  the  dance  ;  advance  and  retire,  hold  hands  with 

your  partner  ;  bow  and  courtesy  ;  corkscrew ;  thread -the-needle, 
and  back  again  to  your  place  ;  Fezziwig  "  cut "  —  cut  so  deftly, 
that  be  appeared  to  wink  with  his  legs,  and  came  upon  his  feet 
again  without  a  stagger. 

When  the  clock  struck  eleven,  this  domestic  ball  broke  up. 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Fezziwig  took  their  stations,  one  on  either  side 
the  door,  and  shaking  hands  with  every  person  individually  as 
he  or  she  went  out,  wished  him  or  her  a  Merry  Christmas. 

When  everybody  hail  retired  but  the  two  'prentices,  they  did 
the  same  to  them  ;  and  thus  the  cheerful  voices  died  away,  and 
the  lads  were  left  to  their  beds ;  which  were  under  a  counter 
in  the  back-shop. 

During  the  whole  of  this  time,  Scrooge  had  acted  like  a  man 
out  of  his  wits.  His  heart  and  soul  were  in  the  scene,  and  with 

his  former  self  He  corroborated  everything,  remembered  every- 
thing, enjoyed  everything,  and  underwent  the  strangest  agitation. 

It  was  not  until  now,  when  the  bright  faces  of  his  former  self 
and  Dick  were  turned  from  them,  that  he  remembered  the  Ghost, 
and  became  conscious  that  it  was  looking  full  upon  him,  while 
the  light  upon  its  head  burnt  very  clear. 

"A  small  matter,"  said  the  Ghost,  "to  make  these  silly  folks 
so  full  of  gratitude." 
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*'  Small ! "  erboed  Scrooge. 
The  Spirit  signed  to  him  to  listen  to  the  two  apprentices,  who 

Were  pouring  out  their  hearts  in  praise  of  Fezziwig :  and  wheft 
he  had  done  so,  said, 

"  Why  !  Is  it  nut  ?  He  has  spent  but  a  few  pounds  of  your 
mortal  naoney :  three  or  four,  perhaps.  Is  that  so  much  that  hfi 

deserves  this  prnise?" 
•'  It  isn't  that,"  said  Scrooge,  heated  by  the  remark,  and 

speaking  unconsciously  like  his  former,  not  his  latter,  self.  "  It 
isn't  that,  Spirit.  He  has  the  power  to  render  us  happy  or 
unhappy ;  to  make  our  service  light  or  burdensome  ;  a  pleasure 
or  a  toil.  Say  that  his  power  lies  in  words  and  lool\s;  in  thingg 
BO  slight  and  insignificant  that  it  is  impossible  to  add  and  counjk 

'em  up  :  what  then  ?  The  happiness  he  gives,  is  quite  as  great 
as  if  it  cost  a  fortune." 

He  felt  the  Spirit's  glance,  and  stopped. 
"  What  IS  the  matter  1 "  asked  the  Ghost. 

"  Nothing  particular,"  said  Scrooge. 
"  Something,  I  think  ? "  the  Ghost  insisted. 
"  No,"  sa'd  Scrooge,  "  No.  I  should  like  to  be  able  to  say  3 

word  01  two  to  my  clerk  just  now  !     That's  all." 
His  former  self  turned  down  the  lamps  as  he  gave  utterance 

to  the  wish ;  and  Scrooge  and  the  Ghost  again  stood  side  by 
side  in  the  open  air. 

"  My  time  grows  short,"  observed  the  Spirit.     "  Quick  ! " 
This  was  not  addressed  to  Scrooge,  or  to  any  one  whom  he 

could  see,  but  it  produced  an  immediate  effect.  For  again 
Scrooge  saw  himself.  He  was  older  now  ;  a  man  in  the  prime 
of  life.  His  face  had  not  the  harsh  and  rigid  lines  of  later  years^ 
but  it  had  begun  to  wear  the  signs  of  care  and  avarice.  There 
was  an  eager,  greedy,  restless  motion  in  the  eye,  which  showed 
the  passion  that  had  taken  root,  and  where  the  shadow  of  the 
growing  tree  would  fall. 

He  was  not  alone,  bu*.  sat  by  the  side  of  a  fair  young  girl  in 
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a  moutuiug-dress :  in  whose  eyes  there  were  tears,  which 
sparkled  in  the  light  that  shone  out  of  the  Ghost  of  Christmas 
Past. 

"  It  matters  little,"  she  said,  softly.  "  To  you,  very  little. 
A-uother  idol  has  displaced  me ;  and  if  it  can  cheer  and  comfort 
you  in  time  to  come,  as  I  would  have  tried  to  do,  I  have  no  just 

cause  to  grieve." 
"  What  idol  has  displaced  you? "  he  rejoined. 
"A  golden  one." 
"  This  is  the  even-handed  dealing  of  the  world ! "  he  said. 

**  There  is  nothing  on  which  it  is  so  hard  as  poverty ;  and  there 
is  nothing  it  professes  to  condemn  with  such  severity  as  the 

pursuit  of  wealth  ! " 
"  You  fear  the  world  too  much,"  she  answered,  gently.  "  All 

your  other  hopes  have  merged  into  the  hope  of  being  beyond  the 
chance  of  its  sordid  reproach.  I  have  seen  your  nobler  aspira- 

tions fall  off  one  by  one,  until  the  master-passion,  Gain, 

engrosses  you.     Have  I  not?" 
"What  then?"  he  retorted.  "Even  if  I  have  grown  so 

much  wiser,  wliat  then  ?     I  am  not  changed  towards  you." She  shook  her  head. 

"Am  I?" 
"  Our  contract  is  an  old  one.  It  was  made  when  we  were 

both  poor  and  content  to  be  so,  until,  in  good  season,  we  could 
improve  our  worldly  fortune  by  our  patient  industiy.  You  are 

•changed.     When  it  was  made,  you  were  another  man." 
"  I  was  a  boy,"  he  said  impatiently. 
"Your  own  feeling  tells  you  that  you  were  not  what  yoa 

are,"  she  returned.  "  I  am.  That  which  promised  happiness 
when  we  were  one  in  heart,  is  fraught  witli  misery  now  that 
we  are  two.  How  often  and  how  keenly  I  have  thought  of  this, 
I  will  not  say.  It  is  enough  that  I  have  thought  of  it.  and  caa 

release  you." 
"  Have  I  ever  sought  release  ? " 
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••In  words?     No.     Never," 
«In  what,  then?" 
"In  a  changed  nature;  in  an  alterefl  spirit;  in  another 

atmosphere  of  life ;  another  Hope  as  its  great  end.  In  every- 
thing that  made  my  love  of  any  worth  or  value  in  your  sight. 

If  this  had  never  been  between  us,"  said  the  girl,  looking 
mildly,  but  with  steadiness,  iipon  him ;  "  tell  me,  would  you 
seek  me  out  and  try  to  win  me  now  ?     Ah,  no  !  " 

He  seemed  to  yield  to  the  justice  of  this  supposition,  in 

spite  of  himself.  But  he  said  with  a  struggle,  "You  think 
not." 

"  I  would  gladly  tlrink  other\vise  if  I  could,"  she  answered, 
*'  Heaven  knows  !  When  /  have  learned  a  Truth  like  this,  I 
know  how  strong  and  iixesistible  it  must  be.  But  if  you  were 

free  to-day,  to-morrow,  yesterday,  can  even  I  believe  that  you 
would  choose  a  dowerless  girl  —  you  who,  in  your  very  confi- 

dence with  her,  weigh  everything  by  Gain  :  or,  choosing  her,  it 
for  a  moment  you  were  false  enough  to  your  one  guiding  principle 
to  do  so,  do  I  not  know  that  your  repentance  and  regret  woiJd 
surely  follow  ?  I  do ;  and  I  release  you.  With  a  full  heart, 

for  the  love  of  him  you  once  were." 
He  was  about  to  speak ;  but  with  her  head  turned  from  him, 

she  resumed. 

"  You  may  — -the  memory  of  what  is  past  half  make=  me  hope 
you  will  —  have  pain  in  this.  A  very,  very  brief  time,  and  you 
will  dismiss  the  recollection  of  it,  gladly,  as  an  unprofitable 
dream,  from  which  it  happened  well  that  you  awoke.  May  you 

■^e  happy  in  the  life  you  have  chosen  ! " 
She  left  him,  and  they  parted. 

''  Spirit ! "  said  Scrooge,  "  show  me  no  more  !  Conduct  me 
home.     Why  do  you  delight  to  torture  me?" 

"  One  shadow  more  ! "  exclaimed  the  Ghost. 

"  No  more  ! "  cried  Scrooge.  "  No  more.  I  don't  wish  t« 
see  it.     Show  me  no  more  1 " 
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But  the  relentless  Ghost  pinioned  him  in  both  his  arms,  aa<] 
forced  liim  to  observe  what  happened  next. 

They  were  in  another  scene  and  place  ;  a  room,  not  veiy  large 
or  handsome,  but  full  of  comfort.  Near  to  the  winter  fire  sat  4 
beautiful  young  girl,  so  like  the  last  that  Scrooge  believed  it  was 
the  same,  until  he  saw  her,  now  a  comely  matron,  sitting 
opposite  her  daughter.  The  noise  in  this  rooni  was  perfectly 
tumultuous,  for  there  were  more  children  there,  than  Scrooge  in 
his  agitated  state  of  mind  could  count ;  and,  unlike  the  cele- 

brated herd  in  the  poem,  they  were  not  forty  children  conduct- 
ing themselves  like  one,  but  every  child  was  conducting  itself 

like  forty.  The  consequences  were  uproarious  beyond  belief; 
but  no  one  seemed  to  care ;  on  the  contrary,  the  mother  and 
daughter  laughed  heartily,  and  enjoyed  it  veiy  much  ;  and  the 
Tatter,  soon  beginning  to  mingle  in  the  sports,  got  pillaged  by 
the  young  brigands  most  ruthlessly.  What  would  I  not  have 
given  to  be  one  of  them  !  Though  I  never  could  have  been  so 

rude,  no,  no !  I  wouldn't  for  the  wealth  of  all  the  world  have 
crushed  that  braided  hair,  and  torn  it  down ;  and  for  the  pre- 

elous  little  shoe,  I  wouldn't  have  plucked  it  off,  God  bless  my 
SDul  !  to  save  my  life.  As  to  measuring  her  waist  in  sport,  as 

they  did,  bold  young  brood,  I  couldn't  have  done  it ;  I  shovdd 
have  expected  my  arm  to  have  grown  round  it  for  a  punishment, 
and  never  come  straight  again.  And  yet  I  should  have  dearly 
liked,  I  own,  to  have  touched  her  lips  ;  to  have  questioned  her, 
that  she  might  have  opened  them ;  to  have  looked  upon  the 
lashes  of  her  downcast  eyes,  and  never  raised  a  blush ;  to  have 
let  loose  waves  of  hair,  an  inch  of  which  would  be  a  keepsake 
Beyond  price :  in  short,  I  should  have  liked,  I  do  confess,  to 
have  had  the  lightest  license  of  a  child,  and  yet  been  man 
enough  to  know  its  value. 

But  now  a  knocking  at  the  door  was  heard,  and  such  a  rush 
immediately  ensued  that  she  with  laughing  face  and  plundered 
dress  was  borne  towards  it  the  centre  of  a  flushed  and  boisterouf 
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group,  just  in  time  to  greet  the  father,  who  came  home  attended 
by  a  man  laden  with  Christmas  toys  and  presents.  Then  the 
sliouting  and  the  struggling,  and  the  onslaught  that  was  made 
on  the  defenceless  porter !  The  scaling  liim  with  chairs  for 

ladders  to  dive  into  his  pockets,  despoil  him  of  brown-paper 
parcels,  hold  on  tight  by  his  cravat,  hug  him  round  the  neck, 
pommel  his  back,  and  kick  his  legs  in  irrepressible  affection  J 
The  shouts  of  wonder  and  delight  witli  which  the  development 
of  every  package  was  received  !  The  terrible  announcement 

that  the  baby  had  been  taken  in  the  act  of  putting  a  doll's 
frying-pan  into  his  mouth,  and  was  more  than  suspected  of 
having  swallowed  a  fictitious  turkey,  glued  on  a  wooden 
platter !  The  immense  relief  of  finding  this  a  false  alarm ! 
The  joy,  and  gratitude,  and  ecstasy !  They  are  all  indescrib- 

able alike.  It  is  enough  that  by  degrees  the  children  and 
their  emotions  got  out  of  the  parlour  and  by  one  stair  at  a 
time,  up  to  the  top  of  the  house ;  where  they  went  to  bed,  and 
so  subsided. 

And  now  Scrooge  looked  on  more  attentively  than  ever,  when 
the  master  of  the  house,  having  his  daughter  leaning  fondly  on 
him,  sat  down  with  her  and  her  mother  at  his  own  fireside; 
and  when  he  thought  that  such  another  creature,  quite  as  grace- 

ful and  as  full  of  promise,  might  have  called  him  father,  and 

been  a  spring-time  in  the  haggard  winter  of  his  life,  his  sight 
grew  very  dim  indeed. 

"  Belle,"  said  the  husband,  turning  to  his  wife  with  a  smile, 
"  I  saw  an  old  friend  of  yours  this  afternoon." 

"Who  was  it?" 
"  Guess ! " 

"  How  can  I  ?  Tut,  don't  I  know  ? "  she  added  in  the  same 
breath,  laughing  as  he  laughed.     "  Mr.  Scrooge." 

"  Mr.  Scrooge  it  was.  I  passed  his  office  window ;  and  as 
it  was  not  shut  up,  and  he  had  a  candle  inside,  I  could  scarcely 
help  seeing  him.     His  partner  lies  upon  the  point  of  death,  J 
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hear ;  and  titers  he  sat  alone.  Quite  alone  in  the  world,  I  do 

believe." 
"  Spirii ! "  said  Scrooge  in  a  broken  voice,  "  remove  me  from 

this  place." 
*'I  told  you  these  were  shadows  of  the  things  that  have 

been,"  said  the  Ghost.  "  That  they  are  what  they  are,  do  not 
blame  me ! " 

"  Remove  me  ! "  Scrooge  exclaimed,  "  I  cannot  bear  it !  " 
He  turned  upon  the  Ghost,  and  seeing  that  it  looked  upon 

him  with  a  face,  in  which  in  some  strange  way  there  were  frag- 
ments of  all  the  faces  it  had  shown  him,  wrestled  with  it. 

*'  Leave  me !     Take  me  back.     Haunt  me  no  longer ! " 
In  the  struggle,  if  that  can  be  called  a  struggle  in  which  the 

Ghost  with  no  visible  resistance  on  its  own  part  was  undisturbed 
by  any  effort  of  its  adversary,  Scrooge  observed  that  its  light 
was  burning  high  and  bright ;  and  dimly  connecting  that  with 

its  influence  over  him,  he  seized  the  extinguisher-cap,  and  by 
a  sudden  action  pressed  it  down  upon  his  head. 

The  Spirit  dropped  beneath  it,  so  that  the  extinguisher  cov- 
ered its  whole  form ;  but  though  Scrooge  pressed  it  down  with 

all  his  force,  he  could  not  hide  the  light,  which  streamed  from 
under  it,  in  an  unbroken  flood  upon  the  ground. 

He  was  conscious  of  being  exhausted,  and  overcome  by  an 

irresistible  drowsiness;  and,  further,  of  being  in  his  own  bed- 
room. He  gave  the  cap  a  parting  squeeze,  in  which  his  hand 

relaxed ;  and  had  barely  time  to  reel  to  bed,  before  he  sank  intf" 
a  heavy  slumber. 



STAVE  THREE 

THE  SECOND  OP  THE  THREE  SPIRITS 

Awaking  in  tlie  middle  of  a  prodigiously  tough  snore,  and 

Bitting  up  in  "bed  to  get  his  thoughts  together,  Scrooge  had  no occasion  to  be  told  that  the  bell  was  again  upon  the  stroke  of 
One.  He  felt  that  he  was  restored  to  consciousness  in  the  right 
nick  of  time,  for  the  especial  purpose  of  holding  a  conference 
with  the  second  messenger  despatcned  to  him  through  Jacob 

Marley's  intervention.  But,  finding  that  he  turned  uncomfort- 
abiy  cold  when  he  began  to  wonder  which  of  his  curtains  this 
new  spectre  would  draw  back,  he  put  them  every  one  aside  with 
his  own  hands,  and  lying  down  again,  established  a  sharp  look- 

out all  roimd  the  bed.  For  he  wished  to  challenge  the  Spirit 
on  the  moment  of  its  appearance,  and  did  not  wish  to  be  taken 
by  surprise  and  made  nervous. 

Gentlemen  of  the  free-and-easy  sort,  who  plume  themselves 
on  being  acquainted  with  a  move  or  two,  and  being  usually 
equal  to  the  time-of-day,  express  the  wide  range  of  their  capac- 

ity for  adventure  by  observing  that  they  are  good  for  anything 
from  pitch-and-toss  to  manslaughter ;  between  which  opposite 
extremes,  no  doubt,  there  lies  a  tolerably  wide  and  comprehen- 

sive range  of  subjects.  Without  venturing  for  Scrooge  quite  as 

hardily  as  this,  I  don't  mind  calling  on  you  to  believe  that  he 
was  ready  for  a  good  broad  field  of  strange  appearances,  and  that 
nothing  between  a  baby  and  rhinoceros  woiild  have  astonished 
him  very  much. 

Now,  being  prepared  for  almost  anything,  he  was  not  by  any 
43 
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means  prepared  for  nothing ;  and,  consequently,  when  the  BeB 
struck  One,  and  no  shape  appeared,  he  was  taken  with  a  violent 
fit  of  trembling.  Five  minutes,  ten  minutes,  a  quarter  of  an 
tour  went  by,  yet  nothing  came.  All  this  time,  he  lay  upon 
his  bed,  the  very  core  and  centre  of  a  blaze  of  ruddy  light,  which 
breamed  upon  it  when  the  clock  proclaimed  the  hour  ;  and  which, 
being  only  light,  was  more  alarming  than  a  dozen  ghosts,  as  he 
was  powerless  to  make  out  what  it  meant,  or  would  be  at ;  and 
was  sometimes  apprehensive  that  he  might  be  at  that  very 
moment  an  interesting  case  of  spontaneous  combustion,  without 
taving  the  consolation  of  knowing  it.  At  last,  however,  he 

began  to  think  —  as  you  or  I  would  have  thought  at  first; 
(ov  it  is  always  the  person  not  in  the  predicament  who  knows 
what  ought  to  have  been  done  in  it,  and  would  unquestion- 

ably have  done  it  too  —  at  last,  I  say,  he  began  to  think  that 
the  soiurce  and  secret  of  this  ghostly  light  might  be  in  the  ad- 

joining room,  from  whence,  on  further  tracing  it,  it  seemed  to 
ehine.  This  idea  taking  full  possession  of  his  miricl,  he  got  up 

sbftly  and  shuiiled  in  his  sUppers  to  the  door,  (y' 
The  moment  Scrooge's  hand  was  on  the  lock,  a  strange  voice 

called  him  by  his  name,  and  bade  him  enter.     He  obeyed. 
It  was  his  own  room.  There  was  no  doubt  about  that. 

But  it  had  undergone  a  surprising  transformation.  The  walls 
atid  ceiling  were  so  hung  with  living  green,  that  it  looked  a 

perfect  gi'ove,  from  every  part  of  which,  bright  gleaming  berries 
f listened.  The  crisp  leaves  of  holly,  mistletoe,  and  i\'y  re- 
ected  back  the  light,  as  if  so  many  little  mirrors  had  been 

scattered  there ;  and  such  a  mighty  blaze  went  roaring  up  the 
chimney,  as  that  dull  petrifaction  of  a  hearth  had  never  known 

in  Scrooge's  time,  or  Marley's,  or  for  many  and  many  a  winter 
season  gone.  Heaped  up  on  the  floor,  to  form  a  kind  of  throne, 

WJBre  turkej's,  geese,  game,  poultiy,  brawn,  greit  joints  of  meat, 
spicking-pigs,  long  wreaths  of  sausages,  mince-pies,  plum-pud- 

dings,   baiTels   of  oysters,    red-hot    chestnuts,    cheny-cheeked 
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apples,  juicy  oranges,  luscious  pears,  immeuse  twelftli-cakes," 
aud  seething  bowls  of  punch,  that  made  the  chamber  dim  with 
their  delicious  steam.  In  easy  state  upon  this  couch,  there  sat 

a  jolly  Giant,"  glorious  to  see;  who  bore  a  glowing  torch,  in 
shape  not  unlike  Plenty's  horn,°  and  held  it  up,  high  up,  to 
shed  its  light  on  Scrooge,  as  he  came  peeping  round  the  door. 

"  Come  in  !  "  exclaimed  the  Ghost.  "  Come  in  !  and  know 

me  better,  man  ! " 
Scrooge  entered  timidly,  and  hung  his  head  before  this  Spirit. 

He  was  not  the  dogged  Scrooge  he  had  been ;  aud  though  the 

Spirit's  eyes  were  clear  and  kind,  he  did  not  like  to  meet them. 

"I  am  the  Ghost  of  Christmas  Present,"  said  the  Spirit. 
*'  Look  upon  me  ! " 

Scrooge  reverently  did  so.  It  was  clothed  in  one  simple 
deep  green  robe,  or  mantle,  bordered  with  white  fur.  This 
garment  hung  so  loosely  on  the  figure,  that  its  capacious  breast 
was  bare,  as  if  disdaining  to  be  warded  or  concealed  oy  any 
artifice.  Its  feet,  observable  beneath  the  ample  folds  of  the 
garment,  were  also  bare ;  and  on  its  head  it  wore  no  other 
covering  than  a  holly  wreath  set  here  and  there  with  shining 
icicles.  Its  dark  brown  curls  were  long  and  free ;  free  as  its 
genial  face,  its  sparkling  eye,  its  open  hand,  its  cheery  voice, 
its  unconstrained  demeanour,  and  its  joyfid  air.  Girded  round 
its  middle  was  an  antique  scabbard ;  but  no  swoid  was  in  it, 
and  the  ancient  sheath  was  eaten  up  with  rust. 

'•You  have  never  seen  the  like  of  me  before!"  exclaimed  the 
Spirit. 

"  Never,"  Scrooge  made  answer  to  it, 
"  Have  never  walked  forth  with  the  younger  members  of  my 

family ;  meaning  (for  I  am  very  young)  my  elder  brothers  born 

in  these  later  years  1 ''  pursued  the  Phantom, 
"  I  don't  think  I  have,"  said  Scrooge.  "  I  am  afraid  I  havo 

not.     Have  you  had  many  brothers,  Spirit  ? " 
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"  More  tnan  eighteen  hundred,"  said  the  Ghost. 
'*  A  tremendous  family  to  provide  for ! "  muttered  Scrooge. The  Ghost  of  Christmas  Present  rose. 

"  Spirit,"  said  Scrooge,  submissively,  "  conduct  me  where  yew 
will.  I  went  forth  last  night  on  compulsion,  and  I  learnt  a 

lesson  which  is  Avorking  now.  To-uight,  if  you  have  aught  to 

teach  me,  let  me  profit  by  it." 
"  Touch  my  robe  ! " 
Scrooge  did  as  he  was  told,  and  held  it  fast. 
Holly,  mistletoe,  red  beiTies,  ivy,  turkeys,  g^ese,  game, 

poultry,  brawn,  meat,  pigs,  sausages,  oysters,  piet ,  puddings, 
fruit,  and  punch,  all  vanished  instantly.  So  did  the  room^ 
the  fire,  the  ruddy  glow,  the  hour  of  night,  and  they  stood  iu 
the  city  streets  on  Christmas  morning,  Avhere  (for  the  weather 
was  severe)  the  people  made  a  rough,  but  brisk  and  not  un- 

pleasant kind  of  music,  in  scraping  the  snow  from  the  pavement 
in  front  of  their  dwellings,  and  from  the  tops  of  their  houses  : 
whence  it  was  mad  delight  to  the  boys  to  see  it  come  plumping 
down  into  the  road  below,  and  splitting  into  artificial  little 
snow-storms. 

The  house'  fronts  looked  black  enough,  and  the  windows 
blacker,  contrasting  with  the  smooth  white  sheet  of  snow  upon 
the  roofs,  and  with  the  dirtier  snow  upon  the  ground ;  which 

last  deposit  had  been  ploughed  up  in  deep  fun'ows  by  the  heavy 
wheels  of  carts  and  wagons ;  furrows  that  crossed  and  re- 
crossed  each  other  hundreds  of  times  where  the  great  streets 
branched  off,  and  made  intricate  channels,  hard  to  trace,  in  the 
thick  yellow  mud  and  icy  water.  The  sky  was  gloomy,  and 
the  shortest  streets  were  choked  up  with  a  dingy  mist,  half 
thawed,  half  frozen,  whose  heavier  particles  descended  in  a 
shower  of  sooty  atoms,  as  if  all  the  chimneys  in  Great  Britain 
had,  by  one  consent,  caught  fire,  and  were  blazing  away  to  their 

dear  hearts'  content.  There  was  nothing  very  cheerful  in  the 
climate  or  the  town,  and  yet  was  there  an  air  of  cheerfulness 
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abroad  that  the  clearest  suiinner  air  and  brightest  summer  sun 

might  have  endeavoured  to  ditt'nse  in  vain. 
For,  the  people  who  were  sliovelling  away  on  the  house-topg 

were  jovial  and  fidl  of  glee ;  calling  out  to  one  another  from 

the  parapets,  and  now  and  then  exchanging  a  facetious  snow-ball 
—  better-natured  missile  far  than  many  a  wordy  jest  —  laugh- 

ing heartily  if  it  went  right  and  not  less  heartily  if  it  went 

wrong.  The  poulterers'  shops  were  still  half  open,  and  the 
fruiterers'  were  radiant  in  their  glory.  There  w^ere  great,  round, 
pot-bellied  baskets  of  chestnuts,  shaped  like  the  waistcoats  of 
jolly  old  gentlemen,  lolling  at  the  doors,  and  tumbling  out  into 
the  street  in  their  apoplectic  opulence.  There  were  ruddy,  brown- 
faced,  broad-girthed  Spanish  Onions,  shining  in  the  fatness  of 
their  growth  like  Spanish  Friars ;  and  winking  from  their 
shelves  in  wanton  slyness  at  the  girls  as  they  went  by,  and 
glanced  demurely  at  the  hung-up  mistletoe.  There  were  pears 
and  apples,  clustered  high  in  blooming  pyramids ;  there  were 

bunches  of  grapes,  maJe,  in  the  shopkeepers'  benevolence,  to 
dangle  from  conspicuous  hooks,  that  people's  mouths  might 
water  gratis  as  they  passed ;  there  were  piles  of  filberts,  mossy 
and  brown,  recalling,  in  their  fragrance,  ancient  walks  among 
the  woods,  and  pleasant  shufflings  ankle  deep  through  withered 

Jeaves  ;  there  were  Norfolk  Biffins,°  squab,  and  swarthy,  setting 
off  the  yellow  of  the  oranges  and  lemons,  and,  in  the  great  com- 

pactness of  their  juicy  persons,  urgently  entreating  and  beseech- 
ing to  be  carried  home  in  paper  bags  and  eaten  after  dinner. 

The  veiy  gold  and  silver  fish,  set  forth  among  these  choice  fruiti 
in  a  bowl,  though  members  of  a  didl  and  stagnant-blooded  race, 
appeared  to  know  that  there  was  something  going  on ;  and,  tc 
a  fish,  went  gasping  round  and  round  their  little  world  in  slow 
and  passionless  excitement. 

The  Grocers' !  oh  the  Grocers' !  nearly  closed,  with  perhaps 
two  shutters  down,  or  one ;  but  through  those  gaps  such 
glimpses !     It  was  not  ilone   that  the  scales  descendiue  on 
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the  counter  made  a  merry  sound,  or  that  the  twine  and  roller 
parted  company  so  briskly,  or  that  the  canisters  were  rattled  up 
and  down  like  juggling  tricks,  or  even  that  the  blended  scents 
of  tea  and  coffee  were  so  grateful  to  the  nose,  or  even  that  the 
raisins  were  so  plentiful  and  rare,  the  almonds  so  extremely 
white,  the  sticks  of  cinnamon  so  long  and  straight,  the  other 
spices  so  delicious,  the  candied  fruits  so  caked  and  spotted  with 
molten  sugar  as  to  make  the  coldest  lookers-on  feel  faint  and 
subsequently  bilious.  Nor  was  it  that  the  figs  were  moist  and 
pulpy,  or  that  the  French  plums  blushed  in  modest  tartness 
from  their  highly-decorated  boxes,  or  that  everything  was  good 
to  eat  and  in  its  Christmas  dress :  but  the  customers  were  all 

so  hurried  and  so  eager  in  the  hopeful  promise  of  the  day,  that 
they  tumbled  up  against  each  other  at  the  door,  clashing  their 
wicker  baskets  wildly,  and  left  their  purchases  upon  the  counter, 
and  came  running  back  to  fetch  them,  and  committed  hundreds 
of  the  like  mistakes  in  the  best  humour  possible ;  while  the 

Grocer  and  his  penple  were  so  frank  and  fresh  that  the  polishec". 
hearts  with  which  they  fastened  their  aprons  behind  might  have 
been  theif  own,  worn  outside  for  general  inspection,  and  for 
Christmas  daws  to  peclc  at  if  they  chose. 

But  soon  tlie  steeples  called  good  people  all,  to  church  and 
chapel,  and  away  they  came,  flocking  through  the  streets  in 
their  best  clothes,  and  with  their  gayest  faces.  And  at  the  same 

time  there  emerged  from  scores  of  by-streets,  lanes,  and  name- 
less turnings,  innumerable  people,  carrying  their  dinners  to  the 

bakers'  shops.  The  sight  of  these  poor  revellers  appeared  to 
interest  the  Spirit  very  much,  for  he  stood  with  Scrooge  beside 
him  in  a  bakers  doorway,  and  taking  off  the  covers  as  their 
bearers  passed,  sprinkled  incense  on  their  dinners  from  his  torch. 
And  it  was  a  very  uncommon  kind  of  torch,  for  once  or  twice 
when  there  were  angry  words  between  some  dinner-carriers  who 
had  jostled  with  each  other,  he  shed  a  few  drops  jf  water  on 
them  from  it,  and  their  good  humour  was  restored  directly.     For 
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fhey  said,  it  was  a  shame  to  quarrel  upon  Christmas  Day.  And 
so  it  was  !     God  love  it,  so  it  was  ! 

In  time  the  bells  ceased,  and  the  bakers  were  shut  up  ;  and 
yet  there  was  a  genial  shadowing  forth  of  all  these  dinners  aud 
the  progress  of  their  cooking,  in  the  thawed  blotch  of  wet  above 

each  baker's  oven ;  where  the  pavement  smoked  as  if  its  stones were  cooking  too. 

"  Is  there  a  jjeculiar  flavour  in  what  you  sprinkle  from  your 
torch  1 "  asked  Scrooge. 

"There  is.     My  own." 
"  Would  it  apply  to  any  kind  of  dinner  on  this  day?  *  asked 

Scrooge. 

"  To  any  kindly  given.     To  a  poor  one  most." 
"  Why  to  a  poor  one  most  ? "  asked  Scrooge. 
*•  Because  it  needs  it  most." 

"  Spirit,"  said  Scrooge,  after  a  moment's  thought,  "  I  wonder 
you,  of  all  the  beings  in  the  many  worlds  about  us,  should  desire 

to  cramp  these  people's  opportunities  of  innocent  enjoyment." 
"  I !  "  cried  the  Spirit. 
"  You  would  deprive  them  of  their  means  ^  i  dining  eveiy 

seventh  day,  often  the  only  day  on  which  they  can  be  said  ta 

dine  at  all,"  said  Scrooge.     "Wouldn't  you?  " 
"  I ! "  cried  the  Spirit. 
"You  seek  to  close  these  places  on  the  Seventh  Day?"  said 

8crooge.     "  And  it  comes  to  the  same  thing." 
"  /  seek  ! "  exclain>9d  the  Spirit. 
"  Forgive  me  n  i  am  wrong.  It  has  .been  done  in  your  name, 

»r  at  least  in  that  of  your  family,"  said  Scrooge. 
"  There  are  some  upon  this  earth  of  yours,"  returned  the 

Spirit,  "  who  lay  claim  to  know  us,  and  who  do  their  deeds  of 
passion,  pride,  ill-will,  hatred,  envy,  bigotry,  and  selfishness  in 
our  name,  who  are  as  strange  to  us  and  all  our  kith  and  kin, 
as  if  they  had  never  lived.  Remember  that,  and  charge  theil 

Ctoings  on  themselves,  not  us." 
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Scrooge  promised  that  he  Avoiild ;  and  they  went  on,  invisibly 
as  they  had  been  before,  into  the  suburbs  of  the  town.  It  was 
a  remarkable  quaUty  of  the  Ghost  (which  Scrooge  had  observed 

at  the  baker's),  that  notwithstancUng  his  gigantic  size,  he  coukl 
accommodate  himself  to  any  place  with  ease  ;  and  that  he  stood 
beneath  a  low  roof  quite  as  gracefully  and  like  a  supernatural 
creature,  as  it  was  possible  he  could  have  done  in  any  lofty 
hall. 

And  perhaps  it  was  the  pleasure  the  good  Spirit  had  in  show- 
ing off  this  power  of  his,  or  else  it  was  his  own  kind,  generous, 

hearty  nature,  and  his  sympathy  with  all  poor  men,  that  led 

him  straight  to  Scrooge's  clerk's ;  for  there  he  went,  and  took 
Scrooge  with  him,  holding  to  his  robe;  and  on  the  threshold  of 
the  door  the  Spirit  smiled,  and  stopped  to  bless  Bob  Cratchifs 
dwelling  with  the  sprinklings  of  his  torch.  Think  of  that ! 

Bob  had  but  fifteen  "Bob"°  a-week  himself;  he  pocketed  ou 
Saturdays  but  fifteen  copies  of  his  Christian  name  ;  and  yet  the 
Ghost  of  Christmas  Present  blessed  his  four-roomed  house  ! 

Then  up  rose  Mrs.  Cratchit,  Cratchifs  wife,  dressed  out  but 

poorly  in  a  tw^'ce-turned  gown,  but  brave  in  ribbons,  which  are 
cheap  and  make  a  goodly  show  for  sixpence ;  and  she  laid  the 
cloth,  assisted  by  Belinda  Cratchit,  second  of  her  daughters,  also 
brave  in  ribbons ;  while  Master  Peter  Cratchit  plunged  a  fork 
into  the  saucepan  of  potatoes,  and  getting  the  corners  of  his 

monstrous  shirt  collar  (Bob's  private  property,  conferred  upon 
his  sou  and  heir  in  honour  of  the  day)  into  his  mouth,  rejoiced 
to  find  himself  so  gallantly  attired,  and  yearned  to  show  his 
linen  in  the  fashionable  Parks.  And  now  two  smaller  Cratchits, 

boy  and  giil,  came  tearing  in,  screaming  that  outside  the  baker's 
they  had  smelt  the  goose,  and  known  it  for  their  own ;  and 

basking  in  luxurious  thoughts  of  sage  and-onion,  these  young 
Cratchits  danced  about  the  table,  and  exalted  Master  Peter 
Cratchit  to  the  skies,  while  he  (not  proud,  although  his  collars 
nearly  choked  him)  blew  the  fire,  until  the  slow  potatoes  bub 
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Wing  up,  knocked  loucUy  at  the  saucepan-lid  to  be  let  out  and 

I  peeled. 
(  "What  has  ever  got  your  precious  father  then?"  said  Mrs. 
I  Cratchit.  "  And  your  brother,  Tiny  Tim  !  And  Martha  warn't 
•^as  late  last  Christmas  Day  by  half-an-hour ! " 

"  Here's  Martha,   mother ! "  said  a  girl,  appearing  as  she 
'^  spoke. 

"  Here's  Martha,  mother !  "  cried  the  twc  young  Cratchits. 
"  Hurrah  !    There's  simIl  a  goose,  Martha  ! " 

"  Why,  bless  your  heart  alive,  my  dear,  hew  late  you  are ! " 

-said  Mrs.  Cratchit,  kissiug  her  a  dozen  times,  and  taking  oft' ber  %hawl  and  bonnet  for  her  Avith  officious  zeal. 

"  We'd  a  deal  of  "work  to  finish  uj)  last  night,"  replied  the 
igirl,  "  and  had  to  clear  away  this  morning,  mother !  " 

''  Well !  Never  mind  so  long  as  you  are  come,"  said  Mrs. 
•Cratchit.  "  Sit  ye  down  before  the  fire,  my  dear,  and  have  a 
warm.  Lord  bless  ye  ! " 

"  No,  no !  There's  father  coming,"  cried  the  two  young 
■Cratchits,  who  were  everywhere  at  once.  'Hide,  Martha, 
hide ! " 

So  Martha  hid  herself,  and  in  came  little  Bob,  the  father, 
with  at  least  three  feet  of  comforter  exclusive  of  the  fringe, 
hanging  down  before  him ;  and  his  threadbare  clothes  darned 
up  and  brushed,  to  look  seasonable ;  and  Tiny  Tim  upon  his 
shoidder.  Alas  for  Tiny  Tim,  he  bore  a  little  crutch,  and  had 
his  limbs  supported  by  an  iron  frame ! 

"  Why,  Where's  our  Martha  ? "  cried  Bob  Cratchit,  looking round. 

"  Not  coming,"  said  Mrs.  Cratchit. 
"  Not  coming ! "  said  Bob,  with  a  sudden  declension  in  his 

high  spirits ;  for  he  had  been  Tim's  blood  horse  all  the  way 
from  church,  and  had  come  home  rampant.  "Not  coming 
upon  Christmas  Day ! " 

Martha  didn't  like  to  see  him  disappointed,  if  it  were  only  in 
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joke  ;  so  she  came  out  prematurely  from  behind  the  closet  door, 
and  ran  into  his  arms,  while  the  two  young  Cratchits  hustleA 
Tmy  Tim,  and  bi)re  him  off  into  the  wash  house,  that  he  might 
hear  the  pudding  singing  in  the  copper. 

"And  how  did  little  Tim  behave?"  asked  Mrs.  Cratchit, 
when  she  had  rallied  Boh  on  his  credulity,  and  Bob  had  hugged 

his  daughter  to  his  heart's  content. 
"  As  good  as  gold,"  said  Bob,  "  and  better.  Somehow  he  gets  . 

thoughtful,  sitting  by  himself  so  much,  and  thinks  the  strangest 
things  you  ever  heard.  He  told  me,  coming  home,  that  he 
hoped  the  people  saw  him  in  the  church,  because  he  was  a 
cripple,  and  it  miglit  be  pleasant  to  them  to  remember  upon 

Christmas  Day,  who  made  lame  beggars  walk  and  blind  men  see." 
Bob's  voice  was  tremulous  when  he  told  them  this,  and 

trembled  more  when  he  said  that  Tiny  Tim  was  growing  strong 
and  hearty. 

His  active  little  crutch  was  heard  upon  the  floor,  and  back 
came  Tiny  Tim  before  another  word  was  spoken,  escorted  by  his 
brother  and  sister  to  his  stool  before  the  fire ;  and  while  Bob, 

turning  up  his  cuffs  —  as  if,  poor  fellow,  they  were  capable  of 
being  made  more  shabby  —  compounded  some  hot  mixture  in 
a  jug  with  gin  and  lemons,  and  stirred  it  round  and  round 
and  put  it  on  the  hob  to  simmer ;  Master  Peter,  and  the  two 
ubiquitous  young  Cratchits  went  to  fetch  the  goose,  with 
which  they  soon  returned  in  high  procession. 

Such  a  bustle  ensued  that  you  might  have  thought  a  goose 
the  rarest  of  all  birds ;  a  feathered  phenomenon,  to  which  a 
black  swan  was  a  matter  of  course  —  and  in  truth  it  was  some- 

thing very  like  it  in  that  house.  Mrs.  Cratchit  made  the  gravy 
(ready  beforehand  in  a  little  saucepan)  hissing  hot ;  Master 
Peter  mashed  the  potatoes  with  incredible  vigour;  Miss  Belinda 
sweetened  up  the  apple-sauce ;  Martha  dusted  the  hot  plates ; 
Bob  took  Tiny  Tim  beside  him  in  a  tiny  corner  at  the  table  ; 
the  two  young  Cratchits  set  chairs  for  everybody,  not  forgetting 
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themselves,  and  nioimting  guard  upon  their  posts,  rranimed 
spoons  into  their  mouths,  lest  they  should  shriek  for  goose 

before  their  turn  came  to  be  helped.  At  last  th'.  di.sht'S  were 
set  on,  and  grace  was  said.  It  was  succeeded  w  a  breathless 
pause,  as  Mrs.  Cratchit,  looking  slowly  ;J1  along  the  c;irving- 
knife,  prepared  to  plunge  it  in  the  breast ;  but  wlun  she  did, 
and  when  the  long  expected  gush  of  stuffing  issui  tl  forth,  one 
murmur  of  delight  arose  all  around  the  board,  and  even  Tiny 
Tim,  excited  by  the  two  young  Cratchits,  beat  on  the  table  with 
the  handle  of  his  knife,  and  feebly  cried  Hurrah  ' 

There  never  was  such  a  goose.  Bob  said  he  dichi't  believe 
there  ever  was  such  a  goose  cooked.  Its  tenderness  and  flavour, 

size  and  cheapness,  were  the  themes  of  universal  adiaii-ation. 
Eked  out  by  the  apple-sauce  and  mashed  potatoes,  it  was  a 
sufficient  dinner  for  the  whole  family  ;  indeed,  as  Mrs.  Cratchit 
said  with  great  delight  (surveying  one  small  atom  or  a  bone  upon 
the  dish),  they  hadnt  ate  it  aU  at  last !  Yet  every  one  had  had 
enough,  and  the  youngest  Cratchits  in  particular,  were  steeped 
in  sage  and  onion  to  the  eyebrows  !  But  now,  the  plates  being 
changed  by  Miss  Belinda,  Mrs.  Cratchit  left  the  room  alone  — 
too  nervous  to  bear  witnesses  —  to  take  the  pudding  up  and 
bring  it  in. 

Suppose  it  should  not  be  done  enough !  Suppose  it  should 

break  in  tur-ning  out !  Suppose  somebody  should  have  got  over 
the  wall  of  the  back-yard,  and  stolen  it,  while  they  were  merry 
with  the  goose  —  a  supposition  at  which  the  two  young  Cratchits 
became  livid  !     All  sorts  of  horrors  were  supposed. 

Hallo  !  A  great  deal  of  steam  !  The  pudding  was  out  of  the 
copper.  A  smell  like  a  washing-day  !  That  w;is  the  cloth.  A 

smell  like  an  eating-house  and  a  pastrj'cook's  next  dnor  to  each 
other,  with  a  laundress's  next  door  to  that  !  That  was  the 
pudding  !  In  half  a  minute  Mrs.  Cratchit  entered  —  flushed, 
but  smiling  proudly  —  with  the  pudding,  like  a  speckled  can- 

non-ball, so  hard  and  firm,  blazing  in  half  of  half-a-quartern' 
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of  ignited  brandy,  and  bedight  with  Christmas  holly  stuck  into 
the  top. 

Oh,  a  wonderful  pudding !  Bob  Cratchit  said,  and  calmly 
too,  that  he  regarded  it  as  the  greatest  success  achieved  by 
Mrs.  Cratchit  since  their  marriage.  Mrs.  Cratchit  said  that 
now  the  weight  was  oif  her  mind,  she  would  confess  she  had 
had  her  doubts  about  the  quantity  of  flour.  Everybody  had 
something  to  say  about  it,  but  nobody  said  or  thought  it  was 
at  all  a  small  pudding  for  a  large  family.  It  would  have  been- 
flat  heresy  to  do  so.  Any  Cratchit  would  have  blushed  to  hint 
at  such  a  thing. 

At  last  the  dinner  was  all  done,  the  cloth  was  cleared,  the 
hearth  swept,  and  the  fire  made  up.  The  compound  in  the  jug 
being  tasted,  and  considered  perfect,  apples  and  oranges  were 
put  upon  the  table,  and  a  shovel-full  of  chestnuts  on  the  tire. 
Then  all  ̂ he  Cratchit  family  drew  around  the  hearth,  in  what 
Bob  Cratchit  called  a  circle,  meaning  half  a  one ;  and  at  Bob 

Cratchit's  elbow  stood  the  family  display  of  glass.  Two  tum- 
blers, and  a  custard-cup  without  a  handle. 

These  lield  the  hot  stuft'  from  the  jug,  however,  as  well  as 
golden  goblets  would  have  done ;  and  Bob  served  it  out  with 
beaming  looks,  while  the  chestnuts  on  the  fire  sputtered  and 

■cracked  noisily.     Then  Bob  proposed  :  — 
"  A  Merry  Christmas  to  us  all,  my  dears.     God  bless  us  ! " 
Which  all  the  family  re-echoed. 

"God  bless  us  ivery  one! "  said  Tiny  Tim,  the  last  of  all. 
He  sat  very  close  to  his  fiither's  side  upon  his  little  stool. 

Bob  held  his  withered  little  hand  in  his,  as  if  he  loved  the  child, . 
and  wished  to  keep  him  by  his  side,  and  dreaded  that  he  might 
be  taken  from  him. 

"  Spirit,"  said*  Scrooge,  with  an  interest  he  had  never  felt 
before,  "tell  me  if  Tiny  Tim  will  live." 

"  I  see  a  vacant  seat,"  replied  the  Ghost,  "  in  the  poor  chiut- 
ney-corner,  and  a  crutch  without  an  owner,  carefully  pi-eserved 
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if  these  shadows  remain  unaltered  by  the  Future,  the  child 
Avill  die." 

"  No,  no,"  said  Scrooge.  "  Oh,  no,  kind  Spirit !  say  he  will 

be  spared." 
"  If  these  shadows  remain  unaltered  by  the  Futui-e,  none 

other  of  ray  race,"  returned  the  Ghost,  "  will  find  him  here. 
What  then  ?  If  he  be  like  to  die,  he  had  better  do  it,  and  de- 

crease the  surplus  population." 
Scrooge  hung  his  head  to  hear  his  own  words  quoted  by  the 

Spirit,  and  was  overcome  with  penitence  and  grief. 

"  Man,"  said  the  Ghost,  "  if  man  you  be  in  heart,  not  ada- 
mant, forbear  that  wicked  cant  until  you  have  discovered  What 

the  surplus  is,  and  Where  it  is.  Will  you  decide  what  men 
shall  live,  what  men  shall  die  ?  It  may  he,  that  in  the  sight 

of  Heaven,  you  are  more  worthless  and  less  fit  to  liv^  than  mil- 
lions like  this  poor  man's  child.  Oh  God  !  to  hear  the  Insect 

on  the  leaf  pronouncing  on  the  too  much  life  among  his  hungry 
brothers  in  the  dust !  " 

Scrooge  bent  before  the  Ghost's  rebuke,  and  trembling  cast 
'his  eyes  upon  the  ground.  But  he  raised  them  speedily,  on 

•hearing  his  own  name. 
"  Mr.  Scrooge !  "  said  Bob ;  *'  I'll  give  you  Mr.  Scrooge,  the 

Founder  of  the  Feast ! " 
"The  Foundet  of  the  Feast  indeed!"  cried  Mrs.  Cratchit, 

reddening.  "  I  wish  I  had  him  here.  I'd  give  him  a  piece  of 
my  mind  to  feast  upon,  and  I  hope  he'd  have  a  good  appetite 
for  it." 

"  My  dear,"  said  Bob,  "  the  children  !     Christmas  Day." 
"It  should  be  Christmas  Day,  I  am  sure,"  said  she,  "on 

which  one  drinks  the  health  of  such  an  odious,  stingy,  hard, 
unfeeling  man  as  Mr.  Scrooge.  You  know  he  is,  Kobert !  No- 

body knows  it  better  than  you  do,  poor  fellow  !  " 
"My  dear,"  was  Bob's  mild  answer,  "  Christmas  Day." 
"rU  drink  his  health  for  your  sake  and  the  Day's,"  said 
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Mrs.  Cratchit,  "not  for  his.  Long  life  to  him!  A  Merry 
Christmas  and  a  Happy  New  Year  !  He'll  be  very  merry  and 

happy,  I  have  no  doubt ! '"' The  children  drank  the  toast  after  her.  It  was  the  first  of 

their  proceedings  which  had  no  heartiness  in  it.  Tiny  Tim 

drank  it  last  of  all,  but  he  didn't  care  twopence  for  it.  Scrooge 
was  the  Ogre  of  the  family.  The  mention  of  his  name  cast  a 
dark  shadow  on  the  party,  which  was  not  dispelled  for  full  five 
minutes. 

After  it  had  passed  away,  they  were  ten  times  merrier  than 
before,  from  the  mere  relief  of  Scrooge  the  Baleful  being  done 
with.  Bob  Cratchit  told  them  how  he  had  a  situation  in  his 

eye  for  Master  Peter,  which  would  bring  in,  if  obtained,  full 
five-and-sixpence  weekly.  The  two  young  Cratchits  laughed 

tremendously  at  the  idea  of  Peter's  being  a  man  of  business ; 
and  Peter  himself  looked  thoughtfully  at  the  fire  from  between 
his  collars,  as  if  he  were  deliberating  what  particular  invest- 

ments he  should  favour  when  he  came  into  the  receipt  of  that 
bewildering  income.  Martha,  who  was  a  poor  apprentice  at  a 

milliner's,  then  told  them  what  kind  of  work  she  had  to  do,  anr' 
how  many  hours  she  worked  at  a  stretch,  and  how  she  meam 

to  lie  abed  to-morrow  morning  for  a  good  long  rest;  to-morrow 
being  a  holiday  she  passed  at  home.  Also  how  she  had  seen  a 

countess  and  a  lord  some  days  before,  and  how  the  lord  "  was 
much  about  as  tall  as  Peter;"  at  which  Peter  pulled  up  his 
collars  so  high  that  you  couldn't  have  seen  his  head  if  you  had 
oeen  there.  All  this  time  the  chestnuts  and  the  jug  went  round 

and  round ;  and  by-and-by  they  had  a  song,  about  a  lost  child 
travelling  in  the  snow,  from  Tiny  Tim,  who  had  a  plaintive  little 
voice,  and  sang  it  very  well  indeed. 

There  was  nothing  of  high  mark  in  this.  They  were  not  a 
handsome  family ;  they  were  not  well  cbessed ;  thsir  shoes  were 

far  from  being  water-proof;  their  clothes  were  sc"anty ;  and  Peter 
might  have  known,  and  very  likely  did,  the  inside  of  a  pawn- 
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broker's.  But,  tliey  Avere  bappy,  grateful,  pleased  with  one 
another,  and  contented  with  the  time ;  and  when  they  faded, 

and  looked  happier  yet  in  the  bright  sprinklings  of  the  Spirit's 
torch  at  parting,  Scrooge  had  his  eye  upon  them,  and  especially 
on  Tiny  Tim,  until  the  last. 

By  this  time  it  was  getting  dark,  and  snowing  pretty  heavily; 
and  as  Scrooge  and  the  Spirit  went  along  the  streets,  the 
brightness  of  the  roaring  fires  in  kitchens,  parlours,  and  all  sorts 
of  rooms,  was  wonderful.  Here,  the  flickering  of  the  blaze 
showed  preparations  for  a  cosy  dinner,  with  hot  plates  baking 
through  and  through  before  the  fire,  and  deep  red  curtains,  ready 
to  be  drawn  to  shut  out  cold  and  darkness.  There,  all  the 
children  of  the  house  were  running  out  into  the  snow  to  meet 
their  married  sisters,  brothers,  cousins,  uncles,  aunts,  and  be 

the  first  to  gi-eet  them.  Here,  again,  were  shadows  on  the 
window-blind  of  guests  assembling ;  and  there  a  group  of 
handsome  girls,  all  hooded  and  fur-booted,  and  all  chattering 

at  once,  tripped  lightly  oft"  to  some  neai-  neighbour's  house ; 
where,  woe  upon  the  single  man  who  saw  them  enter  —  artful 
witches  !  well  they  knew  it  —  in  a  glowi 

But  if  you  had  judged  from  the  numbers  of  people  on  their 
way  to  friendly  gatherings,  you  might  have  thought  that  no 
one  was  at  home  to  give  them  welcome  when  they  got  there, 
instead  of  every  house  expecting  company,  and  piling  up  its 

fires  half-chimney  high.  Blessings  on  it,  how  the  Ghost  ex- 
ulted !  How  it  bared  its  breadth  of  breast,  and  opened  its 

capacious  palm,  and  floated  on,  outpouring,  with  a  generous 
hand,  its  bright  and  harmless  mirth  on  everything  within  its 
reach!  The  very  lamplighter,  who  ran  on  before  dotting  the 
dusky  street  with  specks  of  light,  and  who  was  dressed  to  spend 
the  evening  somewhere,  laughed  out  loudly  as  the  Spirit  passed : 
though  little  kenned  the  lamplighter  that  he  had  any  company 
but  Christmas  ! 

And  now,  without  a  word  of  warning  from  the  Ghost,  they 
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stood  upon  a  bleak  and  desert  moor,  where  monstrous  masses 
of  rude  stone  were  cast  about,  as  though  it  were  the  burial- 
place  of  giants  ;  and  water  spread  itself  wheresoever  it  listed, 
or  woidd  have  done  so,  but  for  the  frost  that  held  it  prisoner  : 
and  nothing  grew  but  moss  and  furze,  and  coarse,  rank  grass. 
Down  in  the  west  the  setting  sun  had  left  a  streak  of  fiery  red, 

which  glai'ed  upon  the  desolation  for  an  instant,  like  a  sullen 
eye,  and  frowning  lower,  lower,  lower  yet,  was  lost  in  the  thick 

gloom  of  darkest  night.  ^ 
"  Wha,t  place  is  this  ? "  asked  Scrooge. 
"  A  place  where  Miners  live,  Avho  labour  in  the  bowels  of  the. 

earth,"  returned  the  Spirit.     "  But  they  know  me.     See  !  " 
A  light  shone  from  the  window  of  a  hut,  and  swiftly  they 

advanced  towards  it.  Passing  through  the  wall  of  mud  and 

stone,  they  found  a  cheerful  company  assembled  round  a  glow- 
ing fire.  An  old,  old  man  and  woman,  with  their  children  and 

their  children's  children,  and  another  generation  beyond  that, 
all  decked  out  gayly  in  their  holiday  attire.  The  old  man,  in 
a  voice  that  seldom  rose  above  the  howHng  of  the  wind  upon 
the  barren  waste,  was  singing  them  a  Christmas  song  ;  it  had 
been  a  very  old  song  when  he  was  a  boy  ;  and  from  time  to 
time  they  all  joined  in  the  chorus.  So  surely  as  they  raised 
their  voices,  the  old  man  got  quite  blithe  and  loud ;  and  so 
surely  as  they  stopped,  his  vigour  sank  again. 

The  Spirit  did  not  tarry  here,  but  bade  Scrooge  hold  his 
robe,  and  passing  on  above  the  moor,  sped  whither?  Not  to 

sea  ?  To  sea.  To  Scrooge's  horror,  looking  back,  he  saAV  the 
last  of  the  land,  a  frightful  range  of  rocks,  behind  them;  and 
his  ears  were  deafened  by  the  thundering  of  water,  as  it  rolled, 
and  roared,  and  raged  among  the  dreadful  caverns  it  had  worn, 
and  fiercely  tried  to  undermine  the  earth. 

Built  upon  a  dismal  reef  of  sunken  rocks,  some  league  or  so 
from  shore,  on  which  the  waters  chafed  and  dashed,  the  wild 
year  through,  there  stood  a  solitary  lighthouse.    Great  heaps  of 
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Reaweed  cluug  to  its  base,  and  storm-birds  —  born  of  the  wind 
one  might  sui^pose,  as  seaweed  of  the  water  —  rose  and  fell 
about  it,  like  the  waves  they  skimmed. 

But  even  here,  two  men  who  watched  the  light  had  made  a 
fire,  that  through  the  loophole  in  the  thick  stone  wall  shed  out  a 
ray  of  brightness  on  the  awful  sea.  Joining  their  homy  hands 
over  the  rough  table  at  which  they  sat,  they  wished  each  other 
Merry  Christmas  in  their  can  of  grog ;  and  one  of  them  :  the 
elder,  too,  witli  his  face  all  damaged  and  scarred  with  hard 
weather,  as  the  figure  head  of  an  old  ship  might  be :  struck  up 
a  sturdy  song  that  was  like  a  Gale  in  itself. 

Again  the  Ghost  sped  on,  above  the  black  and  heaving  sea 
—  on,  on  —  until,  being  far  away,  as  he  told  Scrooge,  from  any 
shore,  they  lighted  on  a  ship.  They  stood  beside  the  helms- 

man at  the  wheel,  the  look-out  in  the  bow,  the  officers  who  had 
the  watch ;  dark,  ghostly  figures  in  their  several  stations ;  but 
every  man  among  them  hummed  a  Christmas  tune,  or  had  a 
Christmas  thought,  or  spoke  below  his  breath  to  his  com- 

panion of  some  by-gone  Christmas  Day,  with  homeward  hopes 
belonging  to  it.  And  every  man  on  board,  waking  or  sleeping, 
good  or  bad,  had  had  a  kinder  word  for  another  on  that  day 
than  on  any  day  in  the  year ;  and  had  shared  to  some  extent 
in  its  festivities  ;  and  had  remembered  those  he  cared  for  at 

a  distance,  and  Jiad  kno-nTi  that  they  dehghted  to  remember him. 

It  was  a  great  surprise  to  Scrooge,  while  listening  to  the 
moaning  of  the  wind,  and  thinking  what  a  solemn  thing  it  was 
to  move  on  through  the  lonely  darkness  over  an  unknown  abyss, 
whose  depths  were  secrets  as  profound  as  Death  :  it  was  a 
greiit  surprise  to  Scrooge,  while  thus  engaged,  to  hear  a  hearty 
laugh.  It  was  a  much  greater  surprise  to  Scrooge  to  recognize 

it  as  his  own  nephew's  and  to  find  himself  in  a  bright,  dry, 
gleaming  room,  with  the  Spirit  standing  smiling  by  his  side, 
and  looking  at  tliat  same  nephew  with  approving  afiability. 
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"Ha,  ha  !"  laughed  Scrooge's  nephew.     "  Ha,  ha,  ha!*' 
If  yi)u  shouM  happen,  by  any  unlikely  chance,  to  know  a 

man  more  blest  in  a  laugh  than  Scrooge's  nephew,  all  I  can  say 
is,  I  shouM  like  to  know  him  too.  Introduce  him  to  me,  and 
Vll  cultivate  his  acquaintance. 

It  is  a  fair,  even-handed,  noble  adjustment  of  things,  that 
while  there  is  infection  in  disease  and  sorrow,  there  is  nothing 
iu  the  world  so  irresistibly  contagious  as  laughter  and  good- 

humour.  When  Scrooge's  nephew  laughed  in  this  way :  hold- 
ing his  sides,  rolling  his  head,  and  twisting  his  face  into  the 

most  extravagant  contortions :  Scrooge's  niece,  by  marriage, 
laughed  as  heartily  as  he.  And  their  assembled  friends  being 
not  a  bit  behindhand,  roared  out,  lustily. 

"  Ha,  ha  !     Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha  ! " 
"  He  said  that  Christmas  was  a  humbug,  as  I  live ! "  cried 

Scrooge's  nephew.     "  He  believed  it  too  ! " 
"  More  shame  for  him,  Fred ! "  said  Scrooge's  niece,  indig- 

nantly. Bless  those  women  ;  they  never  do  anything  by  halves. 
They  are  always  in  earnest. 

She  was  very  pretty :  exceedingly  pretty.  With  a  dimpled, 
surprised-looking,  capital  face ;  a  ripe  little  mouth,  that  seemed 
made  to  be  kissed  —  as  no  doubt  it  was  ;  all  kinds  of  good  little 
dots  about  her  chin,  that  melted  into  one  another  when  she 
laughed  ;  and  the  sunniest  pair  of  eyes  you  ever  saw  in  any 

little  creature's  head.  Altogether  she  was  what  you  would 
have  called  provoking,  you  know ;  but  satisfactory,  too.  Oh, 
perfe<3tly  satisfactory ! 

"  He's  a  comical  old  fellow,"  said  Scrooge's  nephew,  "  that's 
the  truth  ;  and  not  so  pleasant  as  he  might  be.  However,  his 
offences  carry  their  own  punishment,  and  I  have  nothing  to  say 

against  him." 
"I'm  sure  he  is  very  rich,  Fred,"  hinted  Scrooge's  niece. 

"At  least  you  always  tell  me  so." 
"  What  of  that,  my  dear ! "  said  Scrooge's  nephew.     "  His 
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wealth  is  of  no  use  to  him.  He  don't  do  any  good  with  it. 
He  don't  make  himself  comfortable  with  it.  He  hasn't  the 
satisfaction  of  thinking  —  ha,  ha,  ha!  —  that  he  is  ever  going 
to  benefit  Us  with  it." 

"I  have  no  patience  with  him,"  observed  Scrooge's  niece. 
Scrooge's  niece's  sisters,  and  all  the  other  ladies,  expressed  the 
same  opinion. 

"  Oh,  I  have  ! "  said  Scrooge's  nephew.  "  I  am  soitj  for 
him;  I  couldn't  be  angry  with  him  if  I  tried.  Who  suffers  by 
his  ill  whims  ?  Himself,  always.  Here,  he  takes  it  into  his 

head  to  dislike  us,  and  he  won't  come  and  cUne  with  us.  What's 
the  consequence  ?     He  don't  lose  much  of  a  dinner." 

"  Indeed,  I  think  he  loses  a  very  good  dinner,"  internipted 
Scrooge's  niece.  Everybody  else  said  the  same,  and  they  must 
be  allowed  to  have  been  competent  judges,  because  they  had 
just  had  dinner ;  and,  with  the  dessert  upon  the  table,  were  clus- 

tered round  the  fire,  by  lamplight. 

'*  Well !  I'm  very  glad  to  hear  it,"  said  Scrooge's  nephew, 
**  because  I  haven't  any  great  faith  in  these  young  housekeepers. 
What  do  you  say.  Topper  ? " 

Topper  had  clearly  got  his  eye  upon  one  of  Scrooge's  niece's 
sisters,  for  he  answered  that  a  bachelor  was  a  wretched  outcast, 
who  had  no  right  to  express  an  opinion  on  the  subject.  Whereat 

Scrooge's  niece's  sister  —  the  plump  one  with  the  lace  tucker: 
not  the  one  with  the  roses  —  blushed. 

**  Do  go  on,  Fred,"  said  Scrooge's  niece,  clapping  her  hands. 
**  He  never  finishes  what  he  begins  to  say !  He  is  such  a 
ridiculous  fellow ! " 

Scrooge's  nephew  revelled  in  another  laugh,  and  as  it  was 
impossible  to  keep  the  infection  off;  though  the  plump  sister 
tried  hard  to  do  it  with  aromatic  vinegar ;  his  example  wa? 
unanimously  followed. 

"I  was  only  going  to  say,"  said  Scrooge's  nephew,  ''that  the 
consequence  of  his  taking  a  dislike  to  us,  and  not  making  merry 
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with  us,  is,  as  I  think,  that  he  loses  some  pleasant  moments, 
which  could  do  him  no  harm.  I  am  sure  he  loses  pleasanter 
companions  than  he  can  find  in  his  own  thoughts,  either  in  his  | 
mouldy  old  office,  or  his  dusty  chambers.  I  mean  to  give  him 
the  same  chance  every  year,  whether  he  likes  it  or  not,  for  I 

pity  him.  He  may  rail  at  Christmas  till  he  dies,  but  he  can't 
help  thinking  better  of  it  —  I  defy  him  —  if  he  finds  me  going 
there,  in  good  temper,  year  after  year,  and  saying  'Uncle 
Scrooge,  how  are  you?'  If  it  only  puts  him  in  the  vein  to 
leave  his  poor  clerk  fifty  pounds,  that's  something;  and  I 
think  I  shook  him  yesterday," 

It  was  their  turn  to  laugh  now  at  tlie  notion  of  his  shaking 
Scrooge.  But  being  thoroughly  good-natured,  and  not  much 
caring  what  they  laughed  at,  so  that  tliey  laughed  at  any  rate, 
he  encouraged  them  in  their  merriment,  and  passed  the  bottle 
joyously. 

After  tea,  they  had  some  music.  For  they  were  a  musical 
family,  and  knew  what  they  were  about,  when  they  sang  a 
Glee  or  Catch,  I  can  assure  you :  especially  Topper,  who  could 
growl  away  in  the  bass  like  a  good  one,  and  never  swell  the 
large  veins  in  his  forehead,  or  get  red  in  the  face  over  it. 

Scrooge's  niece  pLiyed  v.'ell  upon  the  harp ;  and  played  among 
other  tunes  a  simple  little  air  (a  mere  nothing :  you  might 
learn  to  whistle  it  in  two  minutes),  which  had  been  familiar 
to  the  child  wlio  fetched  Scrooge  from  the  boarding-school,  as 
he  had  been  reminded  by  the  Ghost  of  Christmas  Past.  When 
this  strain  of  music  sounded,  all  the  things  that  Ghost  had 
shown  him,  came  upon  his  mind;  he  softened  more  and  more; 
And  thought  tliat  if  he  could  have  listened  to  it  often,  years 
ago,  he  might  have  cultivated  the  kindnesses  of  life  for  his  own 

happiness  with  his  own  hands,  without  resorting  to  the  sexton's 
SDade  that  buried  Jacob  Marley. 

But  they  didn't  devote  the  whole  evening  to  music.  After  a 
while  they  played  at  forfeits ;  for  it  is  good  to  be  children  some- 
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times,  and  never  better  than  at  Christmas,  when  its  mighty 
Founder  was  a  child  himself.  Stop  !  There  was  first  a  game 

at  blind-man's  butf.  Of  course  there  was.  And  I  no  more 
believe  Topper  was  really  blind  than  I  believe  he  had  ej'es  in 
his  boots.  My  opiuion  is,  that  it  was  a  done  thiug  between 

him  and  Scrooge's  nephew :  and  that  the  Ghost  of  Christmas 
Present  knew  it.  The  way  he  went  after  that  plump  sister  in 
the  lace  tucker,  was  an  outrage  on  the  credulity  of  human 

nature.  Knocking  down  the  fire-irons,  tumbling  over  the 
chairs,  bumpiug  up  aganist  the  piano,  smothering  himself 
among  the  curtains,  wherever  she  went,  there  went  he.  Hfe 

always  knew  where  the  plump  sister  was.  He  wouldn't  catch 
Anybody  else.  If  you  had  fallen  up  against  him,  as  some  of 
them  did,  and  stood  there ;  he  would  have  made  a  feint  of 
endeavouring  to  seize  you,  which  would  have  been  an  affront 
to  your  understanding ;  and  would  instantly  have  sidled  off  in 
the  direction  of  the  plump  sister.  She  often  cried  out  that  it 

Wasn't  fair ;  and  it  really  was  ;iot.  But  when  at  last,  he  caught 
h:v ;  when,  in  spite  of  all  her  silken  rustlings,  and  her  rapid 
flucterings  past  him,  he  got  her  into  a  corner  whence  there  was 
no  escape ;  then  his  conduct  was  the  most  execrable.  For  his 

pretending  not  to  know  her ;  his  pretending  that  it  was  neces- 
sary to  touch  her  head-dress,  and  farther  to  assure  himself  of 

her  identity  by  pressing  a  certain  ring  upon  her  finger,  and  a  • 
certain  chain  about  her  neck ;  was  vile,  monstrous  !  No  doubt 
she  told  him  her  opinion  of  it,  when,  another  blind  man  being 
in  office,  they  were  so  very  confidential  together,  behind  the 
curtains. 

Scrooge's  niece  was  not  o^jc  of  the  blind-man's  buff  party,  but 
was  made  comfortable  with  a  large  chair  and  a  footstool,  in  a 
snug  comer,  where  the  Ghost  and  Scrooge  were  close  behind 
her.  But  she  joined  in  the  forfeits,  and  loved  her  love  to 
admiration  with  all  the  letters  of  the  alphabet.  Likewise  at 
the  same  of  How,  When,  and  Where,  she  was  very  great,  anJ 
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to  the  secret  joy  of  Scrooge's  iiepheTv,  beat  lier  sisters  hollow : 
though  they  were  sharp  girls  too,  as  Topper  could  have  told 
you.  There  might  have  been  twenty  people  there,  young  and 
old,  but  they  all  played,  and  so  did  Scrooge ;  for,  wholly  for- 

getting in  the  interest  he  had  in  what  was  going  on,  that  his 
voice  made  no  sound  in  their  ears,  he  sometimes  came  out  with 
bis  guess  quite  loud,  and  very  often  guessed  quite  right,  too ; 

for  the  sharpest  needle,  best  Whitechapel,°  warranted  not  to 
cut  in  the  eye,  was  not  sharper  than  Scrooge :  blunt  as  he  took 
it  in  his  head  to  be. 

The  Ghost  was  greatly  pleased  to  find  him  in  this  mood,  and  j 
looked  upon  him  with  such  favoiu",  that  he  begged  like  a  boy  ' 
to  be  allowed  to  stay  until  the  guests  departed.     But  this  the 
Spirit  said  could  not  be  done. 

"Here  is  a  new  game,"  said  Scrooge.  "One  half-hour, 
Spirit,  only  one  !  " 

It  is  a  Game  called  Yes  and  No,  where  Scrooge's  nephew  had 
to  think  of  something,  and  the  rest  must  find  out  what ;  he 
only  answering  to  their  questions  yes  or  no,  as  the  case  was. 
The  brisk  fire  of  questioning  to  which  he  was  exposed,  elicited 
from  him  that  he  was  thinking  of  an  animal,  a  live  animal, 
rather  a  disagreeable  animal,  a  savage  animal,  an  animal  that 
growled  and  gmnted  sometimes,  and  talked  sometimes,  and 

lived  in  London,  and  walked  about  the  streets,  and  wasn't 
made  a  show  of,  and  wasn't  led  by  anybody,  and  didn't  live  in 
a  menagerie,  and  was  never  killed  in  a  market,  and  was  not  a 
horse,  or  an  ass,  or  a  cow,  or  a  bull,  or  a  tiger,  or  a  dog,  or  a 
pig,  or  a  cat,  or  a  bear.  At  every  fresh  question  that  was  put 
to  him,  this  nephew  burst  into  a  fresh  roar  of  laughter ;  and 
was  so  inexpressibly  tickled,  that  he  was  obliged  to  get  up  off 
the  sofa  and  stamp.  At  last  the  plump  sister,  falling  into  a 
similar  state,  cried  out :  — 

"  I  have  found  it  out !  I  know  what  it  is,  Fred  !  I  kno\i 
what  it  is  J " 
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"AYhatisit?"  cried  Fred. 

**  It's  your  Uncle  Scroo-o-o-oge  ! " 
Which  it  certainly  was.  Admiration  was  the  universal  sen- 

timent, though  some  objected  that  the  reply  to  "  Is  it  a  bear  ? " 
ought  to  have  been  "  Yes ; "  inasmuch  as  an  answer  in  the 
negative  was  sufficient  to  have  diverted  their  thoughts  from 
Mr.  Scrooge,  supposing  they  had  ever  had  any  tendency  that 
way. 

"  He  has  given  us  plenty  of  merriment,  I  am  sure,"  said  Fred, 
**  and  it  would  be  ungrateful  not  to  drink  his  health.  Here  is 
a  glass  of  mulled  wine  ready  to  our  hand  at  the  moment ;  and 

I  say,  '  Uncle  Scrooge  ! '  " 
"  Well !     Uncle  Scrooge  !  "  they  cried. 
"A  Merry  Christmas  and  a  Happy  New  Year  to  the  old 

man,  whatever  he  is  ! "  said  Scrooge's  nephew.  *'  He  wouldn't 
take  it  from  me,  but  may  he  have  it,  nevertheless.  Uncle 

Scrooge ! " 
Uncle  Scrooge  had  imperceptibly  become  so  gay  and  light  of 

heart,  that  he  would  have  pledged  the  unconscious  company  in 
return,  and  thanked  thern  iu  an  inaudible  speech,  if  the  Ghost 
had  given  him  time.  But  the  whole  scene  passed  off  in  the 
breath  of  the  last  word  spoken  by  his  nephew ;  and  he  and  the 
Spirit  were  again  upon  their  travels. 

Much  they  saw,  and  far  they  went,  and  many  homes  they 
visited,  but  always  with  a  happy  end.  The  Spirit  stood  beside 
sick  beds,  and  they  were  cheerful ;  on  foreign  lands,  and  they 
were  close  at  home ;  by  struggling  men,  and  they  were  patient 
in  their  greater  hope ;  by  poverty,  and  it  was  rich.  In  alms- 

house, hospital,  and  jail,  in  misery's  eveiy  refuge,  where  vain 
man  in  his  little  brief  authority  had  not  made  fast  the  door, 
and  barred  the  Spirit  out,  he  left  his  blessing,  and  taught 
Scrooge  his  precepts. 

It  was  a  long  night,  if  it  were  only  a  night ;  but  Scrooge  had 
hi*  doubts  of  this,  because  the  Christmas  HoBdays  appeared  to 
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be  condensed  into  the  space  of  time  they  passed  togethei*.  It 
was  strange,  too,  that  while  Scrooge  remained  unaltered  in  his 
outward  form,  the  Ghost  grew  older,  clearly  older.  Scrooge 
had  observed  this  change,  but  never  spoke  of  it,  until  they  left 

a  children's  Twelfth  Night  party,"  when,  looking  at  the  Spirit 
as  they  stood  together  in  an  open  place,  he  noticed  that  its 

hair  was  gi'ay. 
*'  Are  spirits'  lives  so  short  1 "  asked  Scrooge. 
"  My  life  upon  this  globe,  is  very  brief,"  replied  the  Glio^ 

"  It  ends  to-night." 
*'  To  night  !  "  cried  Scrooge. 
*'  To-night  at  midnight.     Hark !    The  time  is  drawing  near." 
The  chimes  were  ringing  the  three  quarters  past  eleven  at 

that  moment. 

"Forgive  me  if  I  am  not  justified  in  what  I  ask,"  said 
Scrooge,  looking  intently  at  the  Spirit's  robe,  "  but  I  see  some- 

thing strange,  and  not  belonging  to  yourself,  protruding  from 

your  skirts.     Is  it  a  foot  or  a  claw  ? " 
"  It  might  be  a  claw,  for  the  flesh  there  is  upon  it,"  was  the 

Spirit's  sorrowful  reply.     "  Look  here." 
From  the  foldings  of  its  robe,  it  brought  two  children  j 

wretched,  abject,  frightful,  hideous,  miserable.  They  knelt 
down  at  its  feet,  and  clung  upon  the  outside  of  its  garment. 

"  Oh,  Man  !  look  here.  Look,  look,  down  here  ! "  exclaimed the  Ghost. 

They  were  a  boy  and  girl.  Yellow,  meagre,  ragged,  scowl- 
hig,  wolfish;  but  prostrate,  too,  in  their  humility.  Where 
graceful  youth  should  have  filled  their  features  out,  and  touched 
them  with  its  freshest  tints,  a  stale  and  shrivelled  hand,  like  that, 
of  age,  had  pinched,  and  twisted  them,  and  pulled  them  into 
shreds.  Where  angels  might  have  sat  enthroned,  devils  lurked,  , 
and  glared  out  menacing.  No  change,  no  degradation,  no  per- 

version of  humanity,  in  any  grade,  through  all  the  mysteries  of  j 
wonderful  creation,  has  monsters  half  so  horrible  and  dread.        i 
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Scrooge  started  back,  appalled.  Having  them  shown  to  him 
in  this  way,  he  tried  to  say  they  were  fine  children,  but  the 
words  choked  themselves,  rather  than  be  parties  to  a  lie  of  such 
enormous  magnitude. 

"  Spirit !  are  they  yom-s  1 "     Scrooge  could  say  no  more. 
"  Ttiey  are  Man's,"  said  the  Spirit,  looking  down  upon  them. 

"And  they  cling  to  me,  appealing  from  their  fathers.  This 
boy  is  Ignorance.  This  girl  is  Want.  Beware  them  both,  and 
all  of  their  degree,  but  most  of  all  beware  this  boy,  for  on  his 
brow  I  see  that  written  which  is  Doom,  unless  the  Amting  be 

erased.  Deny  it ! "  cried  the  Spirit,  stretching  out  its  hand 
toward  the  city.  "  Slander  those  who  tell  it  ye !  Admit  it 
for  your  factious  purposes,  and  make  it  worse !  And  bide  the 

end ! " 

"Have  they  no  refuge  or  resource?"  cried  Scrooge. 
"  Are  there  no  prisons  ? "  said  the  Spirit,  turning  on  him  for 

the  last  time  with  his  own  words.  "Are  there  no  work- 
houses 1 " 

The  beil  struck  twelve. 

Scrooge  looked  about  him  for  the  Ghost,  and  saw  it  not.  Afs 
the  last  stroke  ceased  to  vibrate,  he  remembered  th«  prediction 
of  old  Jacob  Marley,  and  lifting  up  his  eyes,  beheld  a  solemn 
Phantom,  draped  and  hooded,  coming,  like  a  mist  along  the 
ground,  towards  him. 



STAVE  rv 

THE  LAST  OP  THE  SPLHITS 

The  Phantom  slowly,  gravely,  silently  approached.  When 
it  came  near  him,  Scrooge  bent  down  upon  his  knee;  for  in 
the  very  air  through  which  this  Spirit  moved  it  seemed  to 

scatter  gloom  and  mystery'. 
It  was  shrouded  in  a  deep  black  garment,  which  concealed 

its  head,  its  face,  its  form,  and  left  nothing  of  it  visible  save 
one  outstretched  hand.  But  for  this  it  would  have  been  dif- 

ficult to  detach  its  figure  from  the  night,  and  separate  it  from 
the  darkness  by  which  it  was  surrounded. 

He  felt  that  it  was  tall  and  stately  when  it  came  beside  him, 
and  that  its  mysterious  presence  filled  him  with  a  solemn  dread. 
He  knew  no  mere,  for  the  Spirit  neither  spoke  nor  moved. 

"  I  am  in  th?  presence  of  the  Ghost  of  Christmas  Yet  To 
Come  ? "  said  Scrooge. 

The  Spirit  answered  not,  but  pointed  downward  with  its 
liand. 

"  You  are  about  to  show  me  shadows  of  the  things  that  have 

not  happened,  but  will  happen  in  the  time  before  us,"  Scrooge 
pursued.     "  Is  that  so.  Spirit  ?  " 

The  upper  portion  of  the  garment  was  contracted  for  an 
instant  in  its  folds,  as  if  the  Spirit  had  inclined  its  head.  That 
was  the  only  answer  he  received. 

Although  well  used  to  ghostly  company  by  this  time,  Scrooge 
feared  the  silent  shape  so  much  that  his  legs  trembled  beneath 
him,  and  he  found  that  he  could  hardly  stand  when  he  prepared 
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to  follow  it.     The  Spirit  paused  a  moment,  as  observing  his 
condition,  and  giving  him  time  to  recover. 

But  Scrooge  was  all  the  worse  for  this.  It  thrilled  him  with 
a  vague  unceitain  horror,  to  know  that  behind  the  dusky  shroud 
there  were  ghostly  eyes  intently  fixed  upon  him,  wliile  he,  though 
he  stretched  his  own  to  the  utmost,  could  see  nothing  but  a 
spectral  hand  and  one  great  heap  of  black. 

"  Ghost  of  the  Future  ! "  he  exclaimed,  "  I  fear  you  more  than 
any  Spectre  I  have  seen.  But,  as  I  know  your  purpose  is  to  do 
me  good,  and  aS  I  hope  to  live  to  be  another  man  from  what  I 
was,  I  am  prepared  to  bear  you  company,  and  do  it  with  a 

thankfid  heart.     WiU  you  not  speak  to  me?" 
It  gave  him  no  reply.  The  hand  was  pointed  straight  before 

them. 

"Lead  on  ! "  said  Scrooge.  "  Lead  on  !  The  night  is  waning 
fast,  and  it  is  precious  time  to  me,  I  know.    Lead  on,  Spirit ! " 

The  Phantom  moved  away  as  it  had  come  towards  him. 

Scrooge  followed  in  the  shadow  of  its  di-ess,  which  bore  him  up, 
he  thought,  and  carried  him  along. 

They  scarcely  seemed  to  enter  the  city ;  for  the  city  rather 

seemed  to  spring  up  about  them,  and  encompass  them  of  its ' 
own  act.  But  there  they  were,  in  the  heart  of  it ;  on  'Change, 
amongst  the  mprchants  ;  who  hurried  up  and  down,  and  chinked 
the  money  in  their  pockets,  and  conversed  in  groups,  and  looked 
at  their  watches,  and  trifled  thoughtfully  with  their  great  gold 
seals ;  and  so  forth,  as  Scrooge  had  seen  them  often. 

The  Spirit  stopped  beside  one  little  knot  of  business,  men. 
Observing  that  the  hand  was  pointed  to  them,  Scrooge  advaflced 
to  listen  to  their  talk. 

"  No,"  said  a  great  fat  man  with  a  monstrous  chin,  "  I  don't 
know  much  about  it,  either  way.     I  only  know  he's  dead." 

"When  (lid  he  die?"  inquired  another. 
"  Last  night,  1  believe." 
"Why,  what  was  the  matter  with   him?"  asked  a  third, 
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taking  a  vast  quantity  of  snuff  out  of  a  very  large  suuff-box; 
"I  thought  he'd  never  die." 

"  God  knows,"  said  the  first,  with  a  yawn. 
"What  has  he  done  with  his  money?"  asked  a  red-faced 

gentleman  with  a  pendulous  excrescence  on  the  end  of  his  nose, 
that  shook  like  the  gills  of  a  turkey-cock. 

"  I  haven't  heard,"  said  the  mau  with  the  large  chin,  yawn- 
ing again  "  Left  it  to  his  Company,  perhaps.  He  hasn't  left 

it  to  me.     That's  all  I  know." 
This  pleasantly  was  received  with  a  general  laugh. 

"It's  likely  to  be  a  very  cheap  funeral,"  said  the  same 
speaker ;  "  for  upon  my  life  I  don't  know  of  anybody  to  go  to 
it.     Suppose  we  make  up  a  party  and  volunteer  1 " 

"  I  don't  mind  going  if  a  lunch  is  provided,"  observed  the 
gentleman  with  the  excrescence  on  his  nose.  "  But  I  must  be 
fed,  if  I  make  one." 

Another  laugh. 

"Well,  I  am  the  most  disinterested  among  you,  after  all,* 
said  the  first  speaker,  "  for  I  never  Avear  black  gloves,  and  I 
never  eat  lunch.  But  I'll  offer  to  go,  if  anyboily  else  wilL 
When  I  come  to  think  of  it,  I'm  not  at  all  sure  that  I  wasn't 
his  most  particular  friend  ;  for  we  used  to  stop  and  speak  when* 

ever  we  met.     Bye,  bye  ! " 
Speakers  and  listeners  strolled  away,  and  mixed  with  other 

groups.  Scrooge  knew  the  men,  and  looked  towards  the  Spirit 
for  an  explanation. 

The  Phantom  glided  on  into  a  street.  Its  finger  pointed  to 
two  persons  meeting.  Scrooge  listened  again,  thinking  that 
the  explanation  might  lie  here. 

He  knew  tliese  men,  also,  perfectly.  They  were  men  of 
business :  very  wealthy,  and  of  great  importance.  He  had 
made  a  point  always  of  standing  well  in  tlieir  esteem :  in  a 
business  point  of  view,  that  is ;  strictly  in  a  business  point  of 
view. 
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"  How  are  you  1 "  said  one. 
"  How  are  you  ? "  returned  the  other. 
"  AVell ! "  said  the  first.  "  Old  Scratch  has  get  his  own  at 

last,  hey  1 " 
"  So  I  am  told,"  returned  the  second.     "  Cold,  isn't  it  ?  " 
**  Seasonable  for  Christmas  time.  You're  not  a  skater,  I 

suppose  1 " 
"  No.     No.     Something  else  to  think  of.     Good  morning  ! " 
Not  another  word.  That  was  theu-  meeting,  their  conversa- 

tion, and  their  parting. 

Scrooge  was  at  fii'st  inclined  to  be  surprised  that  the  Spirit 
should  attach  importance  to  conversations  apparently  so  trivial ; 

but  feeUng  assured  tliat  they  must  have  some  hidden  purpc" 
he  set  himself  to  consider  what  it  was  likely  to  be.    They  cor 
scarcely  be  supposed  to  have  any  bearing  on  the  death  of  Ja*r 

his  old  partner,  for  that  was  Past,  and  tliis  Ghost's  province  was 
the  Future.     Nor  coidd  he  think  of  any  one  immediately  con- 

nected with  himself,  to  whom  he  could  apply  them.    But  nothing 
doubting  that  to  whomsoever  they  applied  they  had  some  latent 
moral  for  his  own  improvement,  he  resolved  to  treasure  up  every 

word  he  heard,,  and  everything  he  saw ;  and  especiallj'  to  ob- 
serve the  shadow  of  himself  when  it  appeared.     For  he  had  an 

expectation  that  the  conduct  of  his  future  self  would  give  him 
the  clew  he  missed,  and  would  render  the  solution  of  these 
riddles  easy. 

He  looked  about  in  that  very  place  for  his  own  image ;  but 
another  man  stood  in  his  accustomed  corner,  and  though  the 
clock  pointed  to  his  usual  time  of  day  for  being  there,  he  saw 
no  likeness  of  himself  among  the  multitudes  that  poured  in 
through  the  Porch.  It  gave  him  little  surj^rise,  however ;  for 
he  had  been  revolving  in  his  mind  a  change  of  life,  and  thought 
and  hoped  he  saw  his  new-born  resolutions  carried  out  in  this. 

Quiet  and  dark,  beside  him  stood  the  Phantom,  with  ita 
outstretched  hand.     When  he  roused  himself  from  his  thought 
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ful  quest,  he  fancied  from  the  turn  of  the  hand,  and  its  situa- 
tion in  reference  to  himself,  that  the  Unseen  Eyas  were  looking 

at  him  keenl3^     It  made  him  shudder,  and  feel  very  cold. 
They  left  the  busy  scene,  and  went  into  an  obscure  part  of 

the  town,  where  Scrooge  had  never  penetrated  before,  although 
he  recognized  its  situation,  and  its  bad  repute.  The  ways  were 
foul  and  narrow  ;  the  shops  and  houses  wretched  ;  the  people 

half-naked,  drunken,  slipshod,  ugly.  Alleys  and  archways,  like 
so  many  cesspools,  disgorged  their  offences  of  smell,  and  dirt, 
and  life,  upon  the  straggling  streets ;  and  the  whole  quarter 
reeked  with  crime,  with  filth,  and  misery. 

Far  in  this  den  of  inftiraous  resort,  there  was  a  low-browed, 
beetling  shop,  below  a  pent-house  roof,  where  iron,  old  rags, 
bottles,  bones,  and  greasy  offal,  were  bought.  Upon  the  floor 
within,  were  pileil  up  heaps  of  rusty  keys,  nails,  chains,  hinges, 
tiles,  scales,  weights,  and  refuse  iron  of  all  kinds.  Secrets  that 
few  would  like  to  scrutinize  were  bred  and  hidden  in  mountains 

of  unseemly  rags,  masses  of  corrupt  fat,  and  sepnlchres  of  bones. 
Sitting  in  among  the  wares  he  dealt  in,  by  a  charcoal-stove, 
made  of  old  bricks,  was  a  graj^-haired  rascal,  nearly  seventy 
years  of  age  ;  who  had  screened  himself  from  the  cold  air  with- 

out, by  a  frowzy  curtaining  of  miscellaneous  tatters,  hung  upon 
a  line  ;  and  smoked  his  pipe  in  all  the  luxury  of  calm  retirement. 

Scrooge  and  the  Phantom  came  into  the  presence  of  this 
man,  just  as  a  woman  with  a  heavy  bundle  slunk  into  the  shop. 
But  she  had  scarcely  entered,  when  another  woman,  similarly 
laden,  came  in  too ;  and  she  was  closely  followed  by  a  man  in 

faded  black,  who  w^as  no  less  startled  by  the  sight  of  them, 
than  they  had  been  upon  the  recognition  of  each  other.  After 
a  short  period  of  blank  astonishment,  in  which  the  old  man 
with  the  pipe  had  joined  them,  they  all  three  burst  into  a 
laugh. 

"  Let  the  charwoman  alone  to  be  the  first ! "  cried  she  who 
had  entered  first.     "  Let  the  laundi-ess  alone  to  be  tlio  «econ(J| 
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and  let  the  undertaker's  mau  alone  to  be  the  third.  Look  here, 
old  Joe,  here's  a  chance !  If  we  haven't  all  three  met  here 
without  meanini^  it !  " 

"  You  couldn't  have  met  in  a  better  place,"  said  old  Joe,  re- 
moving his  pipe  from  his  mouth.  "  Come  into  the  parlour. 

You  were  made  free  of  it  long  ago,  you  know ;  and  the  other 

two  an't  strangers.  Stop  till  I  shut  the  door  of  the  shop.  Ah  I 
How  it  skrei'ks  !  There  an't  such  a  rusty  bit  of  metal  in  the 
place  as  its  own  hinges,  I  believe ;  and  I'm  sure  there's  no  such 
old  bones  here,  as  mine.  Ha,  ha !  We're  all  suitable  to  our 

calling,  we're  well  matched.  Come  into  the  parlour.  Come 
into  the  parlour." 

The  parlour  was  the  space  behind  the  screen  of  rags.  The 
old  man  raked  the  fire  together  with  an  old  stair-rod,  and  hav- 

ing trimmed  his  smoky  lamp  (for  it  was  night)  witii  the  stem 
of  hi.s  pipe,  put  it  in  his  mouth  again. 

While  he  did  this,  the  woman  who  had  already  spoken  threw 
her  bundle  on  the  floor,  and  sat  down  in  a  flaunting  manner  on 
a  stool ;  crossing  her  elbows  on  her  knees,  and  looking  with  a 
bold  defiance  at  the  other  two, 

"What  od.ls  then!  What  cdds,  Mrs.  Dilber?"  said  the 
woman.  "Evpry  person  has  a  right  to  take  care  of  themselves. 
He  always  did  !  " 

"  That's  true,  indeed  ! "  said  the  laundress.  "  No  man  more 

so." 
"  Why,  then  dnn't  stand  staring  as  if  you  was  afraid,  woman  ; 

who's  the  wiser  1  We're  not  going  to  pick  holes  in  each  other''=' 
coats,  I  suppose? " 

"  Xo,  indeed  !  "  said  Mrs.  Dilber  and  the  man  together.  "  We 
should  hope  not." 

"  Very  well,  then  ! "  cried  the  woman.  "  That's  enouglv 
Who's  ths  worse  for  the  loss  of  a  few  things  like  these  ?  Not 
a  dead  man,  I  suppose." 

"  No,  indeed,"  said  Mrs.  Dillier,  laughing. 
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"  If  he  wanted  to  keep  'em  after  he  was  dead,  a  wicked  old 
screw,"  pursued  the  woman,  "  why  wasn't  he  natural  in  his 
lifetime  ?  If  he  had  been,  he'd  have  had  somebody  to  look  after 
him  when  he  was  struck  with  Death,  instead  of  lying  gasping 

out  his  last  there,  alone  by  himself." 
"It's  the  truest  word  that  ever  was  spoke,"  said  Mrs.  Dilber. 

•^'It's  a  judgment  on  him." 
"  I  wish  it  was  a  little  heavier  one,"  replied  the  woman ; 

'and  it  should  have  been,  you  may  depend  upon  it,  if  I  could 
ave  laid  my  hands  on  anything  else.     Open  that  bundle,  old 

joe,  and  let  me  Icnow  the  value  of  it.     Speak  out  plain.     I'm 
d«)t  afraid  to  be  the  first,  nor  afraid  for  them  to  see  it.     We 
knew  pretty  well  that  we  were  helping  ourselves,  before  we 

met  here,  I  believe.     It's  no  sin.     Open  the  bundle,  Joe," 
But  the  gallantry  of  her  friends  would  not  allow  of  this  ;  and 

the  man  in  faded  black,  mounting  the  breach  first,  produced  his 
plunder.  It  was  not  extensive.  A  seal  or  two,  a  pencil-case,  a 
pair  of  sleeve-buttons,  and  a  brooch  of  no  great  value,  were  all. 
They  were  severally  examined  and  appraised  by  old  Joe,  who 
chalked  the  sums  he  was  disposed  to  give  for  each,  upon  the 
wall,  and  added  them  up  into  a  total  when  he  found  there  was 
nothing  more  to  come. 

''That's  your  account," said  Joe,  "and  I  wouldn't  give  an- 
other sixpence,  if  I  was  to  be  boiled  for  not  doing  it.  Who's 

next?" 
Mrs.  Dilber  was  next.  Sheets  and  towels,  a  little  wearing 

apparel,  two  old-fashioned  silver  teaspoons,  a  pair  of  sugar- 
tongs,  and  a  few  boots.  Her  account  was  stated  on  the  wall 
in  the  same  manner. 

"  I  always  give  too  much  to  ladies.  It's  a  weakness  of  mine, 
and  that's  the  way  I  ruin  myself,"  said  old  Joe.  "  That's  your 
account.  If  you  asked  me  for  another  penny,  and  made  it  an 

open  question,  I'd  repent  of  being  so  liberal  and  knock  off  half- 
a-crown." 
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"And  now  undo  my  bundle,  Joe,"  said  the  first  "woman. 
Joe  went  down  on  his  knees  for  the  greater  convenience  of 

opening  it,  and  having  unfastened  a  great  many  knots,  dragged 
out  a  large  and  heavy  roll  of  some  dark  stuff. 

"  What  do  you  call  this  ? "  said  Joe.     "  Bed-eurtains  ■  " 
"  Ah  !  "  returned  the  woman,  laughing  and  leaning  forward 

on  her  crossed  arms.     "  Bed-curtains  ! " 

"  You  don't  mean  to  say  you  took  'em  down,  rings  and  all, 
with  him  lying  there  ? "  said  Joe. 

"  Yes  I  do,"  replied  the  woman.     "  Why  not?  " 
"You  were  born  to  make  your  fortune,"  said  Joe,  "and 

you'll  certainly  do  it." 
"  I  certainly  shan't  hold  my  hand,  when  I  can  get  anything 

in  it  by  reaching  it  out,  for  the  sake  of  such  a  man  as  He  was, 

I  promise  you,  Joe,"  returned  the  woman,  coolly.  "Don't  drop 
that  oil  upon  the  blankets,  now." 

"His  blankets?"  asked  Joe. 

"  Whose  else's  do  you  think  ? "  replied  the  woman.  "  He 
isn't  likely  to  take  cold  without  'em,  I  dare  say." 

"  I  hope  he  didn't  die  of  anything  catching  ?  Eh  ?  "  said  old 
Joe,  stopping  in  his  work,  and  looking  up. 

"  Don't  you  be  afraid  of  that,"  returned  the  woman.  "  I 
an't  so  fond  of  his  company  that  I'd  loiter  about  him  for  such 
things,  if  he  did.  Ah  !  you  may  look  through  that  shirt  till 

your  eyes  ache  ;  but  you  won't  find  a  hole  in  it,  nor  a  thread- 
bare place.  It's  the  best  he  had,  and  a  fine  one  too.  They'd 

have  wasted  it,  if  it  hadn't  been  for  me." 
"  What  do  you  call  wasting  of  it  ? "  asked  old  Joe. 
"Putting  it  on  him  to  be  buried  in,  to  be  sure,"  replied  the 

woman  with  a  laugh.  "  Somebody  was  fool  enough  to  do  it, 
but  I  took  it  off  again.  If  calico  ain't  good  enough  for  such  a 
purpose,  it  isn't  good  enough  for  anything.  It's  quite  as  be- 

coming to  the  body.  He  cant  look  \\s\\er  than  he  did  in  that 

one." 
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Scrooge  listened  to  this  dialogue  in  horror.  As  they  sat 
grouped  about  their  spoil,  in  the  scanty  light  afforded  by  the 

old  man's  lamp,  he  viewed  them  with  a  detestation  and  disgust, 
which  could  hardly  have  been  greater,  though  they  had  been 
obscene  demons,  marketing  the  corpse  itself. 

"  Ha,  ha  ! "  laughed  the  same  woman,  when  old  Joe,  produc- 
ing a  flannel  bag  with  money  in  it,  told  out  their  several  gains 

upon  the  ground.  "  This  is  the  end  of  it,  you  see  !  He  fright- 
ened every  one  away  from  him  when  he  was  alive,  to  profit  us 

when  he  was  dead  !     Ha,  ha,  ha  !  " 
"  Spirit !  "  said  Scrooge,  shuddering  from  head  to  foot.  "  1 

see,  I  see.  The  case  of  this  unhappy  man  might  be  my  own. 

My  life  tends  that  way,  now.    Merciful  Heaven,  what  is  this  ! " 
He  recoiled  in  terror,  for  the  scene  had  changed,  and  now  he 

almost  touched  a  bed :  a  bare,  uncurtained  bed :  on  which, 
beneath  a  ragged  sheet,  there  lay  a  something  covered  up, 
which,  though  it  was  dumb,  announced  itself  in  awful  language. 

The  room  was  very  dark,  too  dark  to  be  observed  with  any 
accuracy,  though  Scrooge  glanced  round  it  in  obedience  to  a 
secret  impulse,  anxious  to  know  what  kind  of  room  it  was.  A 
pale  light,  rising  in  the  outer  air,  fell  straight  upon  the  bed  j 
and  on  it,  plundered  and  bereft,  unwatched,  unwept,  uncared 
for,  was  the  body  of  this  man. 

Scrooge  glanced  towards  the  Phantom.  Its  steady  hand  was 
pointed  to  the  head.  The  cover  was  so  carelessly  adjusted  that 

the  slightest  raising  of  it,  the  motion  of  a  finger  upon  Scrooge's 
part,  would  have  disclosed  the  face.  He  thought  of  it,  felt  how 
easy  it  would  be  to  do,  and  longed  to  do  it ;  but  had  no  more 
power  to  withdraw  the  veil  than  to  dismiss  the  spectre  at  his 
side. 

Oh  cold,  cold,  rigid,  dreadful  Death,  set  up  thine  altar  here, 
and  dress  it  with  such  terrors  as  thou  hast  at  thy  command: 
for  this  is  thy  dominion  !  But  of  the  loved,  revered,  and 

honoured  head,  thou  canst  not  turn  one  hair  to  thy  dread  pur- 
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poses,  or  make  one  feature  odious.  It  is  not  that  the  hand  is 
heavy  and  will  fall  down  when  released ;  it  is  not  that  the 

heart  and  pulse  are  still ;  but  that  the  hand  was  open,  gen- 
erous, and  true ;  the  heart  brave,  warm,  and  tender ;  and  the 

pulse  a  man's.  Strike,  Shadow,  strike !  And  see  his  good 
deeds  springing  from  the  wound,  to  sow  the  world  with  life 
immortal ! 

No  voice  pronounced  these  words  in  Scrooge's  ears,  and  yet 
he  heard  them  when  he  looked  upon  the  bed.  He  thought,  if 
this  man  could  be  raised  up  now,  what  would  be  his  foremost 
thoughts?  Avarice,  hard  dealing,  griping  cares?  They  have 
brought  him  to  a  rich  end,  truly ! 

He  lay,  in  the  dark  empty  house,  with  not  a  man,  a  woman, 
or  a  child,  to  say  that  he  was  kind  to  me  in  this  or  that,  and 
for  the  memory  of  one  kind  word  I  will  be  kind  to  him.  A 
cat  was  tearing  at  the  door,  and  there  was  a  sound  of  gnawing 
rats  beneath  the  hearth-stone.  What  they  wanted  in  the  room 
of  death,  and  why  they  were  so  restless  and  disturbed,  Scrooge 
Jid  not  dare  to  think. 

"  Spirit !  "  he  said,  "  this  is  a  fearful  place.  In  leaving  it,  I 
shall  not  leave  its  lesson,  trust  me.     Let  us  go  !" 

Still  the  Ghost  pointed  with  an  unmoved  finger  to  the  head. 

"I  understand  you,"  Scrooge  returned,  "and  I  would  do  it, 
if  I  could.  But  I  have  not  the  power,  Spirit.  I  have  not  the 

power." Again  it  seemed  to  look  upon  him. 

"  If  there  is  any  person  in  the  town,  who  feels  emotion  caused 
by  this  man's  death,"  said  Scrooge  quite  agonized,  "show  that 
person  to  me.  Spirit,  I  beseech  you  !  " 

The  Phantom  spread  its  dark  robe  before  him  for  a  moment, 
like  a  wing ;  and  withdrawing  it,  revealed  a  room  by  daylight, 
where  a  mother  and  her  children  were. 

She  was  expecting  some  one,  and  with  anxious  eagerness  ;  foi 
«hf  walked  up  and  down  the  room  ;  started  at  every  sound; 



T?S  A  CHRISTMAS  CAROL 

looked  out  from  the  window ;  glauced  at  the  clock ;  tried,  but 
iu  vain,  to  work  with  her  needle ;  and  could  hardly  bear  the 
voices  of  the  children  in  their  play. 

At  length  the  long-expected  knock  was  heard.  She  hurried 
to  the  door,  and  met  her  husband ;  a  man  whose  face  was  care- 

worn and  depressed,  though  he  was  young.  There  was  a 
remarkable  expression  in  it  now ;  a  kind  of  serious  delight  of 
which  he  felt  ashamed,  and  which  he  struggled  to  repress. 

He  sat  down  to  the  dinner  that  had  been  hoarding  for  him 
by  the  fire ;  and  when  she  asked  him  faintly  what  news  (which 
was  not  until  after  a  long  silence),  he  appeared  embarrassed 
how  to  answer. 

"  Is  it  good,"  she  said,  "'t  bad?"  —  to  help  him. 
"  Bad,"  he  answered. 
"  We  are  quite  ruineu  1 " 
"  No.     There  is  hope  yet,  Caroline." 

"  If  he  relents,"  she  said,  amazed,  '  there  is !  Nothing  L 
past  hope,  if  su(;h  a  miracle  has  happened." 

"  He  is  past  relenting,"  said  her  husband.     "  He  is  dead." 
She  was  a  mild  and  patient  creature  if  her  face  spoke  truth ; 

but  she  was  thankful  in  her  soul  to  hear  it,  and  she  said  so, 
with  clasped  hands.  She  prayed  forgiveness  the  next  moment, 
and  was  sorry ;  but  the  first  was  the  emotion  of  the  lieart. 

"  What  the  half-di-unken  woman  whom  I  told  you  of  last 
night,  said  to  me,  when  I  tried  to  see  him  and  obtain  a  week's 
delay ;  and  what  I  thought  was  a  mere  excuse  to  avoid  me ; 
turns  out  to  have  been  quite  true.  He  was  not  only  very  iU, 

but  dying,  then." 
"  To  whom  will  our  debt  be  transferred  ? " 

"I  don't  know.  But  before  that  time  we  shall  be  ready 
with  the  money ;  and  even  though  we  were  not,  it  would  bo 
bad  fortune  indeed  to  find  so  merciless  a  creditor  in  his  suc- 

cessor.   We  may  sleep  to-night  with  light  hearts,  Caroline  !  " 
Yes.     Soften  it  as  they  would,  their   hearts  were  lighter 
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The  children's  faces,  hushed,  and  clustered  round  to  hear  wha* 
they  so  little  understood,  were  brighter  ;  and  it  was  a  happiei' 
house  for  this  man's  death  I  The  only  emotion  that  the  Ghost 
n>uld  show  him,  caused  by  the  event,  was  one  of  pleasure. 

•'  Let  me  see  some  tenderness  connected  with  a  death,"  said 
Scrooge ;  "  or  that  dark  chamber.  Spirit,  which  we  left  just 
now.  will  be  forever  present  to  me." 

The  Ghost  conducted  him  through  several  streets  familiar  to 
Ills  feet ;  and  as  they  went  along,  Scrooge  looked  here  and  there 
r  I )  find  himself,  but  nowhere  was  he  to  be  seen.  They  entered 

l^oor  Bob  Cratchit's  house  ;  the  dwelling  he  had  visited  before ; and  found  the  mother  and  the  children  seated  round  the  fire. 

Quiet.  Very  quiet.  The  noisy  little  Cratchits  were  as  stUl 
a>  statues  in  one  corner,  and  sat  looking  up  at  Peter,  who  had 

a  book  before  him.'  The  mother  and  her  daughters  were  en- 
gaged in  sewing.     But  surely  they  were  very  quiet ! 

" '  And  he  took  a  child,  and  set  him  in  the  midst  of 

them.' " 
Where  had  Scrooge  heard  those  words?  He  had  not  dreamed 

them.  The  boy  must  have  read  them  out,  as  he  and  the  Spirit 
crossed  the  threshold.     Why  did  he  not  go  on  ? 

The  mother  laid  her  work  upon  the  table,  and  put  her  han4 
up  to  her  face. 

"  The  colour  hurts  my  eyes,"  she  said. 
The  colour?     Ah,  poor  Tiny  Tim  ! 

"They're  better  now  again,"  said  Cratchit's  wife.  "It 
makes  them  weak  by  candlelight;  and  I  woiddn't  show  weak 
eyes  to  your  father  when  he  comes  home,  for  the  world.  It 
must  be  near  his  time." 

"Past  it  rather,"  Peter  answered,  shutting  up  his  book. 
"  But  I  think  he's  walked  a  little  slower  than  he  used,  thes« 
few  last  evenings,  mother." 

They  were  very  quiet  again.  At  last  she  said,  and  in.  ̂  
steady  cheerful  voice,  that  only  faJt^ted  '^nce :  — 
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"  I  have  known  him  walk  with  —  I  have  known  him  walk 

with  Tiny  Tim  upon  his  shoulder,  very  fast  indeed." 
"  And  so  have  I,"  cried  Peter.     "  Often." 
"  And  so  have  I,"  exclaimed  another.     So  had  all. 
"But  he  was  very  light  to  carry,"  she  resumed,  intent 

upon  her  work,  "  and  his  father  loved  him  so,  that  it  was  no 
trouble  —  no  trouble.     And  there  is  your  father  at  the  door  !  " 

She  hurried  out  to  meet  him ;  and  little  Bob  in  his  comforter 

. — ■  he  had  need  of  it,  poor  fellow  —  came  in.  His  tea  was  ready] 
for  him  on  the  hob,  and  they  all  tried  who  should  help  him  to 
it  most.  Then  the  two  young  Cratchits  got  upon  his  knees  and 
laid,  each  child  a  little  cheek,  against  his  face,  as  if  they  said, 

"  Don't  mind  it,  father.     Don't  be  grieved  !  " 
Bob  was  very  cheerful  with  them,  and  spoke  pleasantly  to  aU 

the  family.  He  looked  at  the  work  upon  the  table,  and  praised 
the  industry  and  speed  of  Mrs.  Cratchit  and  the  girls.  They 
would  be  done  long  before  Sunday  he  said. 

"  Sunday  !     You  went  to-day,  then,  Robert  ?  "  said  his  wife. 
"  Yes,  my  dear,"  returned  Bob.  "  I  wish  you  could  hav( 

gone.  It  would  have  done  you  good  to  see  how  green  a  plact 

it  is.  But  you'll  see  it  often.  I  promised  him  that  I  would 
walk  there  on  a  Sunday.  My  little,  little  child  ! "  cried  Bob. 
"  My  little  child  ! " 

He  broke  down  all  at  once.  He  couldn't  help  it.  If  he  could 
have  helped  it,  he  and  his  child  would  have  been  farther  apart 
perhaps  than  they  were. 

He  left  the  room,  and  went  up  stairs  into  the  room  above, 
which  was  lighted  cheerfully,  and  hung  with  Christmas.  There 
was  a  chair  set  close  beside  the  child,  and  there  were  signs  of 
some  one  having  been  there,  lately.  Poor  Bob  sat  down  in  it, 
and  when  he  had  thought  a  little  and  composed  himself,  he 
kissed  the  little  face.  He  was  reconciled  to  what  had  happened, 
and  went  down  again  quite  happy. 

They  drew  about  the  fire,  and  talked ;  the  girls  and  mother 
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working  still.  Bob  told  them  of  the  extraordinary  kindness  of 

Mr.  Scrooge's  nephew,  whom  he  had  scarcely  seen  but  once,  and 
who,  meeting  him  in  the  street  that  day,  and  seeing  that  he 

looked  a  little  —  "just  a  little  down  you  know,"  said  Bob, 
inquired  what  had  happened  to  distress  him.  "  On  which," 
said  Bob,  "  for  he  is  the  pleasantest-spoken  gentleman  you  ever 
heard,  I  told  him.  '  I  am  heartily  sony  for  it,  Mr.  Cratchit,' 
he  said,  *  and  heartily  sony  for  your  good  wife.'  By  the  bye, 
hew  he  ever  knew  that,  I  don't  know." 

"  Knew  Avhat,  my  dear  ?" 
'•  Why,  that  you  were  a  good  wife,"  replied  Bob. 
"  Everybody  knows  that !  "  said  Peter. 
"  Very  well  observed,  my  boy  ! "  cried  Bob.  *'  I  hope  they 

do.  '  Heartily  sorry,'  he  said,  '  for  your  good  wife.  If  I  can 
be  of  service  to  you  in  any  way,'  he  said,  giving  me  his  card, 
*  that's  where  I  live.  Pray  come  to  me.'  Now,  it  wasn't," 
cried  Bob,  "  for  the  sake  of  anything  he  might  be  able  to  do  for 
us,  so  much  as  for  his  kind  way,  that  this  was  quite  delightful. 

Itreally  seemedasif  he  had  knownour  Tiny  Tim,  and  felt  with  us." 
"  I'm  sure  he'&  a  good  soul !  "  said  Mrs.  Cratchit. 
•'  You  would  be  surer  of  it,  my  dear,"  returned  Bob,  "  if  you 

saw  and  spoke  to  him.  I  shouldn't  be  at  all  surprised,  mark 
what  I  say,  if  he  got  Peter  a  better  situation." 

"  Only  hear  that,  Peter,"  said  Mrs.  Cratchit. 
"And  then,"  cried  one  of  the  girls,  "  Peter  will  be  keeping 

company  with  some  one,  and  setting  up  for  himself." 
"  Get  along  with  you  ! "  retorted  Peter,  giinning. 
"It's  just  as  likely  as  not,"  said  Bob,  "one  of  these  days; 

though  there's  i^lenty  of  time  for  that,  my  dear.  But  however 
and  whenever  we  part  from  one  another,  I  am  sure  we  shall 
none  of  us  forget  poor  Tiny  Tim— ̂  shall  we  —  or  this  first 

parting  that  there  was  among  us  ?  " 
"  Nevei',  father  !  "  cried  they  all. 
"  And  I  know,'  said  Bob,  "  I  know,  my  dears^  tba*  whe* 
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we  recollect  how  patient  aud  how  mild  he  was ;  although  he 
was  a  Uttle,  little  child ;  we  shall  not  quarrel  easily  among 

ourselves,  and  forget  poor  Tiny  Tim  in  doing  it." 
"  No,  never,  father !  "  they  all  cried  again. 
"  I  am  very  happy,"  said  little  Bob,  "  I  am  very  happy  !  " 
Mrs.  Cratchit  kissed  him,  his  daughters  kissed  him,  the  two 

young  Oratchits  kissed  liim,  and  Peter  and  himself  shook  hands. 
Spirit  of  Tiny  Tim,  thy  childish  essence  was  from  God  ! 

"Spectre,"  said  Scrooge,   "something  informs  me  that  our, 
parting  moment  is  at  hand.     I  know  it,  but  I  know  not  how. 

Tell  me  what  man  that  was  whom  we  saw  lying  dead  ?  " 
The  Ghost  of  Christmas  Yet  To  Come  conveyed  him,  as 

before  —  though  at  a  different  time,  he  thought :  indeed,  there 
"eemetf  no  order  in  these  latter  visions,  save  that  they  were  in 
the  Future  —  into  the  resorts  of  business  men,  but  showed  hint 
not  himself  Indeed,  the  Spirit  did  not  stay  for  anything,  but  > 
went  straight  on,  as  to  the  end  just  now  desired,  until  besought 
by  Scrooge  to  tarry  for  a  moment. 

"  This  court,"  said  Scrooge,  "  through  which  we  hurry  now. 
Is  where  my  place  of  occupation  is,  and  has  been  for  a  length 
of  time.  I  see  the  house.  Let  me  behold  what  I  shall  be,  ia  [ 

days  to  come  !  " 
The  Spirit  stopped ;  the  hand  was  pointed  elsewhere. 

'*  The  house  is  yonder,"  Scrooge  exclaimed.  *'  Why  do  you 

point  away  ? " The  inexorable  finger  underwent  no  change. 
Scrooge  hastened  to  the  window  of  his  office,  and  looked  in. 

It  was  an  office  still,  but  not  his.  The  furniture  was  not  the 

same,  and  the  figure  in  the  chair  was  not  himself.  I'he  Phantoni 
pointed  as  before. 

He  joined  it  once  again,  aud  wondering  why  and  whither  he' 
bad  gone,  accompanied  it  until  they  reached  an  iron  gate.  He; 
paused  to  look  round  before  entering.  ; 

A  churchyard.     Here,  then,  th»  wretched  man  whose  namcj 



A   CHRISTMAS  CAROL  8? 

he  had  now  to  learn,  lay  underneath  the  ground.  It  was  a  worthy 
place.  AValled  in  by  houses ;  overrun  by  grass  and  weeds,  the 

growth  of  vegetation's  death,  not  life ;  choked  up  Math  too 
much  burying ;  fat  with  repleted  appetite.     A  worthy  place  ! 

The  Spirit  stood  among  the  graves,  and  pointed  down  to  One. 
He  advanced  towards  it  trembling.  The  Phantom  was  exactly 
as  it  had  been,  but  he  dreaded  that  he  saw  new  meaning  in  its 
solemn  shape. 

"  Before  I  draw  nearer  to  that  stone  to  which  you  point," 
said  Scrooge,  "  answer  me  one  question.  Are  these  the  shadows 
of  the  things  that  Will  be,  or  are  they  shadows  of  things  that 

May  be,  only  1 " 
Still  the  Ghost  pointed  downward  to  the  grave  by  which  it 

stood. 

"  Men's  courses  will  foreshadow  certain  ends,  to  which,  if  per- 
severed in,  they  must  lead,"  said  Scrooge.     "  But  if  the  courses 

be  departed  from,  the  ends  will  change.     Say  it  is  thus  with 

what  you  show  me  !  " 
,     The  Spirit  was  immovable  as  ever. 

'  Scrooge  crept  towards  it,  trembling  as  he  went ;  and  follow- 
ing the  finger,  read  upon  the  stone  of  the  neglected  grave  his 

own  name,  Ebexezer  Scrooge. 

"  Am  /  that  man  who  lav  upon  the  bed  1 "  he  cried,  upon  his knees. 

The  finger  pointed  from  the  grave  to  him,  and  back  again. 

"  No,  Spirit !     Oh  no,  no ! " 
The  finger  still  was  there. 

"Spirit!"  he  cried,  tight  clutching  at  its  robe,  "hear  me? 
I  am  not  the  man  I  was.  I  will  not  be  the  man  I  must  have 

been  but  for  this  intercourse.  Why  show  me  this,  if  1  am  past 

aU  hope ! " 
For  the  first  time  the  hand  appeared  to  shake. 

"Good  Spii'it,"  he  pursued,  as  down  upon  the  ground  he 
fell  before  it:  "Yoi"-  nature  intercedes  for  me.  and  pities  me. 
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Assure  me  that  I  yet  may  change  these  shadows  you  have  showi 

me,  by  an  altered  life  ! " The  kind  hand  trembled. 

"  I  will  honour  Christmas  in  my  heart,  and  try  to  keep  it  al 
the  year.  I  will  live  in  the  Past,  the  Present,  and  the  Future 
The  Spirits  of  all  Three  shall  strive  within  me.  I  will  noi 
shut  out  the  lessons  that  they  teach.  Oh,  tell  me  I  may  sponge 

away  the  writing  on  this  stone  ! " 
In  his  agony,  he  caught  the  spectral  hand.  It  sought  to  fret 

itself,  but  he  was  strong  in  his  entreaty,  and  detained  it.  Th( 
Spirit,  stronger  yet,  repulsed  him. 

Holding  up  his  hands  in  one  last  prayer  to  have  his  fate  re 

versed,  he  saw  an  alteration  in  the  Phantom's  hood  and  dress. 
It  shrank,  collapsed,  and  dwindled  down  into  a  bedpost. 



STAVE   FIVE 

THE   END   OF   IT 

Yes  !  and  the  bedpost  was  his  own.  The  bed  was  his  own, 
the  room  was  his  own.  Best  and  happiest  of  all,  the  Time 
before  him  was  his  own,  to  make  amends  in  ! 

"  I  will  live  in  the  Past,  the  Present,  and  the  Future ! " 
Scrooge  repeated,  as  he  scrambled  out  of  bed.  "  The  Spirits  of 
all  Three  shall  strive  within  me.  Oh  Jacob  Marley  !  Heaven, 
and  the  Christmas  Time  be  praised  for  this !  I  say  it  on  my 

knees,  old  Jacob,  on  my  knees  ! " 
He  was  so  fluttered  and  so  glowing  with  hi?  good  intentions, 

that  his  broken  voice  woidd  scarcely  answer  to  his  call.  He 
had  been  sobbing  violently  in  his  conflict  with  the  Spirit,  and 
his  face  was  wet  with  tears. 

"They  are  not  torn  down,"  cried  Scrooge,  folding  one  of  his 
bed-curtains  in  his  arms,  "  they  are  not  torn  down,  rings  and 
all.  They  are  here :  I  am  here :  the  shadows  of  the  things 
that  would  have  been,  may  be  dispelled.  They  will  be.  I 

know  they  will !  " 
His  hands  were  busy  with  his  garments  all  this  time  :  turning 

them  inside  out,  putting  them  on  upside  down,  tearing  them, 

mislaying  them,  making  them  parties  to  every  kind  of  extrava- 
gance. 

"  I  don't  know  what  to  do ! "  cried  Scrooge,  laughing  and 
crying  in  the  same  breath ;  and  making  a  perfect  LaocooK°  of 
himself  with  his  stockings.  "  I  am  as  light  as  a  feather,  I  am 
as  happy  as  an  angel,  I  am  as  merry  as  a  schoolboy.     I  am  as 

8.^ 
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giddy  as  a  drunken  man.  A  Merry  Christmas  to  ever}fbody  J 
A  Happy  New  Year  to  all  the  world.  Hallo  here  !  Whoop  ! 

Hallo ! " 
He  had  frisked  into  the  sitting-room,  and  was  now  standing 

there :  perfectly  winded. 

"  There's  the  saucepan  that  the  gruel  was  in  ! "  cried  Scrooge, 
starting  off  again,  and  frisking  round  the  fireplace.  "  There's  the 
door,  by  which  the  Ghost  of  Jacob  Marley  entered !  There's 
the  corner  where  the  Ghost  of  Christmas  Present  sat !  There's 
the  window  where  I  saw  the  wandering  Spirits  !  It's  all  right, 
it's  all  true,  it  all  happened.     Ha,  ha,  ha !  " 

Really,  for  a  man  who  had  been  out  of  practice  for  so  many 
years,  it  was  a  splendid  laugh,  a  most  illustrious  laugh.  The 
father  of  a  long,  long  line  of  brilliant  laughs  ! 

"  I  don't  know  what  day  of  the  month  it  is  ! "  said  Scrooge. 
"I  don't  know  how  long  I've  been  among  the  Spirits.  I 
don't  know  anything.  I'm  quite  a  baby.  Never  mind.  I 
don't  care.  I'd  rather  be  a  baby.  Hallo !  Whoop  1  Hallo 

here  ! " He  was  checked  in  his  transports  by  the  churches  ringing 
out  the  lustiest  peals  he  had  ever  heard.  Clash,  clang,  hammer, 
ding,  dong,  bell.  Bell,  dong,  ding,  hammer,  clang,  clash  !  Oh, 
glorious,  glorious  ! 

Running  to  the  window,  he  opened  it,  and  put  out  his  head. 
No  fog,  no  mist ;  clear,  bright,  jovial,  stirring,  cold  ;  cold,  piping 
for  the  blood  to  dance  to  ;  golden  sunlight ;  heavenly  sky  ;  sweet 
fresh  air ;  merry  bells.     Oh,  glorious.     Glorious  ! 

"  What's  to-day? "  cried  Scrooge,  calling  downward  to  a  boy  in 
Sunday  clothes,  who  perhaps  had  loitered  in  to  look  about  him. 

"  Eh?  "  returned  the  boy,  with  all  his  might  of  wonder. 
"  What's  to-day,  my  fine  fellow  ?  "  said  Scrooge. 
"  To  day  !  "  replied  the  boy.     "  Why,  Christmas  Day.'* 
**  It's  Christmas  Day  !  "  said  Scrooge  to  himself.  "  I  haven't 

mir  k^d  it.     The  Spirits  have  done  it  all  in  one  night.     Thsy 
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■  can  do  anything  they  like.     Of  course  they  can.     Of  courss 
they  can.     Hallo,  my  fine  fellow?" 

"  Hallo  1 "  returned  the  boy. 

"  Do  you  know  the  Poulterer "s,  in  the  next  street  but  one,  at 
the  corner  1 "  Scrooge  inquired. 

"  I  should  hope  I  did,"  replied  the  lad. 
"An  intelligent  boy  !  "  said  Scrooge,  "  A  remarkable  boy  ( 

Do  you  know  whether  they've  sold  the  prize  Tutkej'  that  was 
hanging  up  there  ?  Not  the  little  prize  Turkey :  the  big 

one?" 
"  What,  the  one  as  big  as  me  ? "  returned  the  boy. 
"  What  a  deliglitful  boy  ! "  said  Scrooge.  "  It's  a  pleasure 

to  talk  to  him.     Yes,  my  buck  !  " 
'•  It's  hanging  there  now,"  repUed  the  boy. 

I  "  Is  it  ? "  said  Scrooge.  "  Go  and  buy  it." 
[      "  Walk-ER°  ! "  exclaimed  the  boy. 

"Xo,  no,"  said  Scrooge,  "I  am  in  earnest.  Go  and  buy  it, 
and  tell  'em  to  bring  it  here,  that  I  may  give  them  the  direction 
where  to  take  it.  Come  back  with  the  man,  and  I'll  give  you 
a  shilling.  Come  back  with  him  in  less  than  five  minutes,  and 

I'll  give  you  half  a-crown  ! " 
The  boy  was  off  like  a  shct.  He  must  have  had  a  steady 

hand  at  a  trigger  who  could  have  got  a  shot  oti'  half  so  fast. 
"  I'll  send  it  to  Bob  Cratchit's  ! "  whispered  Scrooge,  rubbing 

!  his  hands,  and  splitting  with  a  laugh.     "  He  shan't  Icnow  wha 
sends  it.     It's  twice  the  size  of  Tiny  Tim.     Joe  Miller"  nevei 
made  such  a  joke  as  sending  it  to  Bob's  will  be  ! " 

The  hand  in  which  he  wrote  the  address  was  not  a  steady  one, 

'  but  write  it  he  did,  somehow,  and  went  down  stairs  to  open  the 
street  door,  ready  for  the  coming  of  the  poulterer's  man.      A* 
he  stood  there,  waiting  his  arrival,  the  knocker  caught  his  eye. 

"  I  shall  love  it,  as  long  as  I  live  !  "  cried  Scrooge,  patting  it 
with  his  hand.  "  I  scarcely  ever  looked  at  it  before.  What 

an  honest   expression   it   has  in  its  face !     It's  a  wonderful 
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knocker  !  —  Here's  the  Turkey.  Hallo  !  Whoop  !  How  are 
you !     Merry  Christmas  ! " 

It  was  a  Turkey  !  He  could  never  have  stood  upon  his  legs, 

that  bird.  He  would  have  snapped  'em  short  off  in  a  minute, 
like  sticks  of  sealing-wax. 

"  Why,  it's  impossible  to  carry  that  to  Camden  Town,"  said 
Scrooge.     "  You  must  have  a  cab." 

The  chuckle  with  which  he  said  this,  and  the  chuckle  with 
which  he  paid  for  the  turkey,  and  the  chuckle  with  which 
he  paid  for  the  cab,  and  the  chuckle  with  which  he  recom- 

pensed the  boy,  were  only  to  be  exceeded  by  the  chuckle  with 
which  he  sat  down  breathless  in  his  chair  again,  and  chuckled 
tUl  he  cried. 

Shaving  was  not  an  easy  task,  for  his  hand  continued  to 
shake  very  much ;  and  shaving  requires  attention,  even  when 

you  don't  dance  while  you  are  at  it.  But  if  he  had  cut  the 
end  of  his  nose  off,  he  would  have  put  a  piece  of  sticking-plaster 
over  it,  and  been  quite  satisfied. 

He  dressed  himself  "  all  in  his  best,"  and  at  last  got  out  into 
the  streets.  The  people  were  by  this  time  pouring  forth,  as  he 
had  seen  them  with  the  Ghost  of  Christmas  Present ;  and 
walking  with  his  hands  behind  him,  Scrooge  regarded  every  one 
with  a  delighted  smile.  He  looked  so  irresistibly  pleasant,  in 

a  word,  that  three  or  four  good-humoured  fellows  said,  "  Good 
morning,  Sir  !  A  Merry  Christmas  to  you  ! "  And  Scrooge 
said  often  afterwards,  that  of  all  the  blithe  sounds  he  had  ever 
heard,  those  were  the  blithest  in  his  ears. 

He  had  not  srone  far,  when  coming  on  towards  him  he  beheld 

the  portly  gentleman,  who  had  walked  into  his  counting-house 

the  day  before  and  said,  "  Scrooge  and  Jlarley's,  I  believe  ? " 
It  sent  a  pang  across  his  heart  to  think  how  this  old  gentleman 
would  look  upon  him  when  they  met ;  but  he  knew  what  path 
lay  straight  before  him,  and  he  took  it. 

"My  dear  Sur,"  said  Scrooge,  quickening  his  pace,  and  taking 
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tb»  old  gentleman  by  both  his  hands.  "  How  do  you  do  ?  I 
hope  you  succeeded  yesterday.  It  was  very  kind  of  you.  A 

j\Ierry  Christmas  to  you,  Sir  ! " 

"  Mr.  Scrooge  1 "  " 
"Yes,"  said  Scrooge.  "  That  is  my  name,  and  I  fear  it  may 

not  be  pleasant  to  you.  Allow  me  to  ask  your  pardon.  And 

wiU  you  have  the  goodness  "  —  here  Scrooge  whispered  in  his 
ear. 

"  Lord  bless  me  ! "  cried  the  gentleman,  as  if  his  breath  were 
gone.     "  My  dear  Mr.  Scrooge,  are  you  serious  ? 

"If  you  please,"  said  Scrooge.  "Xot  a  farthing  less.  A 
great  many  back-payments  are  included  in  it,  I  assure  you. 
WiU  you  do  me  that  favour?  " 

"  My  dear  Sir,"  said  the  other,  shaking  hands  with  him.  "  I 
don't  know  what  to  say  to  such  munifi   " 

"  Don't  say  anything,  please,"  retorted  Scrooge.  "  Come  and 
see  me.     Will  you  come  and  see  me  1 " 

"  I  will !  "  cried  the  old  gentleman.  And  it  was  clear  he 
meant  to  do  it. 

*'  Thank'ee,"  said  Scrooge.  "  I  am  much  obliged  to  you.  I 
thank  you  fifty  times.     Bless  you  ! " 

He  went  to  church,  and  walked  about  the  streets,  and  watched 
the  people  hurrying  to  and  fro,  and  patted  children  on  the  head, 
and  questioned  beggars,  and  looked  down  into  the  kitchens  of 
houses,  and  up  to  the  windows ;  and  found  that  everything 
could  yield  him  pleasure.  He  had  never  dreamed  that  any 
walk  —  that  anything — could  give  him  so  much  happiness. 

In  the  afternoon,  he  turned  his  steps  towards  his  nephew's house. 

He  passed  the  door  a  dozen  times,  before  he  had  the  courage 
to  go  up  and  knock.     But  he  made  a  dash,  and  did  it :  — 

"Is  yoiu*  master  at  home,  my  dear?"  said  Scrooge  tc  tba 
girl.     Nice  girl !     Very. 

"Yes.  Sir." 
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"\vhere  is  he,  my  love?"  said  Scrooge. 
"  He's  in  the  dining-room,  Sir,  along  with  mistress.  I'll 

show  you  up  stairs,  if  you  please." 
*'  Thankee.  He  knows  me,"  said  Scrooge,  with  his  hand 

already  on  the  dining-room  lock.  "I'll  go  in  here,  my 

dear." He  turned  it  gently,  and  sidled  his  face  in,  round  the  door. 
They  were  looking  at  the  table  (wliich  was  spread  out  in  great 
array) ;  for  these  young  jjousekeepers  are  always  nervous  on 
such  points,  and  like  to  see  that  everything  is  right. 

"  Fred  !  "  said  Scrooge. 
Dear  heart  alive,  how  his  niece  by  marriage  startea  !  Scrooge 

had  forgotten,  for  the  moment,  about  her  sitting  in  the  comer 

with  the  footstool,  or  he  wouldn't  have  done  it,  on  any  account. 
"  Why,  bless  iny  soul !  "  cried  Fred,  "  who's  that?  " 
"  It's  I.  Your  uncle  Scrooge.  I  have  come  to  dinner. 

Will  you  let  me  in,  Fred  1 " 
Let  him  in  !  It  is  a  mercy  he  didn't  shake  his  arm  off.  He 

was  at  home  in  five  minutes.  Nothing  could  be  heartier.  His 
niece  looked  just  the  same.  So  did  Topper  when  he  came.  So 
did  the  plump  sister,  wlien  she  came.  So  did  every  one  when 
thei/  came.  Wonderful  party,  wonderful  games,  wonderful 

unanimity,  won-der-ful  happiness  ! 
But  he  was  early  at  the  office  next  morning.  Oh,  he  was 

early  there.  If  he  could  only  be  there  first,  and  catch  Bob 
Cratchit  coming  late  !  That  was  the  thing  he  had  set  his 
heart  upon. 

And  he  did  it ;  yes  he  did !  The  clock  struck  nine.  No 
Bob.  A  quarter  past.  No  Bob.  He  was  full  eighteen  minutes 
and  a  half  beliind  his  time.  Scrooge  sat  with  his  door  wide 
open,  that  he  might  see  him  come  into  the  Tank. 

His  hat  was  otf,  before  he  opened  the  door ;  his  comforter 

too.  He  was  on  his  stool  in  a  jitt'y ;  driving  away  with  his 
pen,  as  if  he  were  trying  to  overtake  nine  o'clock. 
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"  Hallo ! "  growled  Scrooge,  in  his  accustomed  voice  as  near  as 
he  coiUd  feign  it.  "  What  do  you  mean  by  coming  here  at  this 
time  of  day  ? " 

"  I  am  very  sorry,  Sir,"  said  Bob.     "  I  am  behind  my  time." 
"  You  are  ?  "  repeated  Scrooge.  "  Yes.  I  think  you  are. 

Step  this  way,  Sir,  if  you  please." 
"  It's  only  once  a  year,  Sir,"  {^leaded  Bob,  appearing  from  the 

Tank.  "  It  shall  not  be  repeated.  I  was  making  rather  merry 

yesterday,  Sir." 
"  Now,  I'll  tell  you  what,  my  friend,"  said  Scrooge,  "  I  am 

not  going  to  stand  this  sort  of  thing  any  longer.  And  there- 

fore," he  continued,  leaping  from  his  stool,  and  giving  Bob  such 
a  dig  in  the  waistcoat  that  he  staggered  back  into  the  Tank 

again  :  "  and  therefore  I  am  about  to  raise  your  salary  !  " 
Bob  trembled,  and  got  a  little  nearer  to  the  ruler.  He  had  a 

momentary  idea  of  knocking  Scrooge  down  with  it ;  holding  him  ; 

and  calUng  to  the  people  in  the  court  for  help  and  a  strait- 
waistcoat. 

"  A  Merry  Christmas,  Bob  !  "  said  Scrooge,  with  an  earnest- 
ness that  could  not  be  mistaken,  as  he  clapped  him  on  the  back. 

*'  A  merrier  Christmas,  Bob,  my  good  fellow,  than  I  have  given 
you  for  many  a  year  !  I'll  raise  your  salary,  and  endeavour  to 
assist  your  struggling  family,  and  we  will  discuss  your  affairs 
this  very  afternoon,  over  a  Christmas  bowl  of  smoking  bishop, 
Bob !  Make  up  the  fires,  and  buy  another  coal-scuttle  before 
you  dot  another  i,  Bob  Cratchit !  " 

Scrooge  was  better  than  his  word.  He  did  it  all,  and  infinitely 
more ;  and  to  Tiny  Tim,  who  did  not  die,  he  was  a  second 
father.  He  became  as  good  a  friend,  as  good  a  master,  and  as 
good  a  man,  as  the  good  old  city  knew,  or  any  other  good  old 
city,  town,  or  borough,  in  the  good  old  world.  Some  people 
laughed  to  see  the  alteration  in  him,  but  he  let  them  laugh,  and 
little  heeded  them  ;  for  he  was  wise  enough  to  know  that  nothing 
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ever  happened  on  this  globe,  for  good,  at  which  some  people  did 
not  have  their  fill  of  laughter  in  the  outset ;  and  knowing  that 
such  as  these  would  be  blind  anyway,  he  thought  it  quite  as 
well  that  they  should  wrinkle  up  their  eyes  in  grins,  as  have  the 
malady  in  less  attractive  forms.  His  own  heart  laughed  :  and 
that  was  quite  enough  for  him. 

He  had  no  further  intercourse  with  Spirits,  but  lived  upon 
the  Total  Abstinence  Principle,  ever  afterwards ;  and  it  was  al- 

ways said  of  him,  that  he  knew  how  to  keep  Christmas  well,  if 
any  man  alive  possessed  the  knowledge.  May  that  be  truly 
said  of  us,  and  all  of  us  1  And  so,  as  Tiny  Tim  observed,  God 
Bless  Us,  Every  One  1 
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THE  CRICKET   ON  THE   HEARTH 

CHIRP  THE  FIRST 

The  kettle  began  it !  Don't  tell  me  what  Mr ;.  Peerybingle 
said.  I  know  better.  Mrs.  Peerybingle  may  leave  it  on  record 

to  the  end  of  time  that  she  coiddn't  say  which  of  them  began 
it ;  but,  I  say  the  Kettle  did.  I  ought  to  know,  I  hope  ?  The 

Kettle  began  it,  full  five  minutes  by  the  little  waxy-faced  Dutch 
clock  in  the  comer  before  the  Cricket  uttered  a  chirp. 

As  if  the  clock  hadn't  finished  striking,  and  the  conTulsi\e 
little  Haymaker  at  the  top  of  it,  jerking  away  right  and  left 

with  a  scythe  in  front  of  a  Moorish  Palace,  hadn't  mowed  dowr 
half  an  acre  of  imaginary  grass  before  the  Cricket  joined  in  at 
aU! 

Why,  I  am  not  naturally  positive.  Every  one  knows  that. 

I  wouldn't  set  my  own  opinion  against  the  opinion  of  Mrs. 
Peerybingle,  unless  I  were  quite  siu-e,  on  any  account  what- 

ever. Nothing  should  induce  me.  But  this  is  a  question  of 
fact.  And  the  fact  is,  that  the  Kettle  began  it,  at  least  five 
minutes  before  the  Cricket  gave  any  sign  of  being  in  existence. 

Contradict  me  :  and  I'U  say  ten. 
Let  me  narrate  exactly  how  it  happened.  I  should  have 

proceeded  to  do  so,  in  my  very  first  word,  but  for  this  plain 
consideration  —  if  I  am  to  tell  a  stoiy  I  must  begin  at  the 
beginning;  and  how  is  it  possible  to  begin  at  the  beginning, 
without  beginning  at  the  Kettle  ? 

It  appeared  as  if  there  were  a  sort  of  match,  or  trial  of  skiU. da 
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you  must  understand,  between  the  Kettle  and  the  Cricket 
And  this  is  what  led  to  it,  and  how  it  came  about. 

Mrs.  Peerybingle,  going  out  into  the  raw  twilight,  and  click- 
ing over  the  wet  stones  in  a  pair  of  pattens  that  worked  innu- 

merable rough  impressions  of  the  first  proposition  in  Euclid  aU 
about  the  yard  —  Mrs.  Peerybingle  filled  the  Kettle  at  the 
water-butt.  Presently  returning,  less  the  pattens  :  and  a  good 
deal  less,  for  they  were  tall  and  Mrs.  Peerybingle  was  but  short : 
she  set  the  Kettle  on  the  fixe.  In  doing  which  she  lost  her 
temper,  or  mislaid  it  for  an  instant ;  for,  the  water  —  being 
uncomfortably  cold,  and  in  that  slippj^,  slushy,  sleety  sort  of 
state  wherein  it  seems  to  penetrate  through  every  kind  of  sub- 

stance, patten  rings  included  —  had  laid  hold  of  Mrs.  Peery- 

bingle's  toes,  and  even  splashed  her  legs.  And  when  we  rather 
plume  ourselves  (with  reason  too)  upon  our  legs,  and  keep  oiu*- 
selves  particularly  neat  in  point  of  stockings,  we  find  this,  for 
the  moment,  hard  to  bear. 

Besides,  the  Kettle  was  aggravating  and  obstinate.  It 

wouldn't  allow  itself  to  be  adjusted  on  the  top  bar ;  it  wouldn't 
hear  of  accommodating  itself  kindly  to  the  knobs  of  coal ;  it 
would  lean  forward  with  a  dnmken  air,  and  dribble,  a  very 
Idiot  of  a  Kettle,  on  the  hearth.  It  was  quarrelsome ;  and 
hissed  and  spluttered  morosely  at  the  fire.  To  sum  up  all, 

the  lid,  resisting  Mrs.  Peerybingle's  fingers,  fii'st  of  all  turned 
topsy-turvy,  and  then,  with  an  ingenious  pertinacity  deserving 
of  a  better  cause,  dived  sideways  in  —  down  to  the  very  bottom 

of  the  Kettle.  And  the  hull  of  the  Royal  George"  has  never 
made  half  the  monstrous  resistance  to  coming  out  of  the  water, 
which  the  lid  of  that  Kettle  employed  against  Mrs.  Peerybingle, 
before  she  got  it  uj:  again. 

It  looked  sullen  and  pig-headed  enough,  even  then ;  carrying 
jts  handle  with  an  air  of  defiance,  and  cocking  its  spout  pertly 

and  mockingly  at  ]Mrs.  Peerybingle,  as  if  it  said,  "  I  won't  boiL 
Nothing  shall  induce  me  ! " 
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But  Mrs.  Peerybiugle,  with  restored  good  humoiu',  dusted 
her  chubby  little  bauds  against  each  other,  and  sat  down  before 
the  Kettle :  laughing.  Meantime,  the  jolly  blaze  uprose  and 
fell,  flashing  and  gleaming  on  the  little  Haymaker  at  the  top 
of  the  Dutch  clock,  until  one  might  have  thought  he  stood 
stock  still  before  the  Moorish  Palace,  and  nothing  was  in 
motion  but  the  flame. 

He  was  on  the  move,  however ;  and  had  his  spasms,  two  to 
the  second,  all  right  and  regular.  But  his  sufferings  when  the 
clock  was  going  to  strike,  were  frightful  to  behold ;  and  when 
a  Cuckoo  looked  out  of  a  trap-door  in  the  Palace,  and  gave  note 
six  times,  it  shook  him^  each  time,  like  a  spectial  voice  —  or 
like  a  something  wiry,  plucking  at  his  legs. 

It  was  not  until  a  violent  commotion  and  a  whirring  noise 
among  the  weights  and  ropes  below  him  had  quite  subsided, 
that  this  terrified  Haymaker  became  himself  again.  Nor  was 
he  startled  witliout  reason ;  for  these  rattling,  bony  skeletons 
of  clocks  are  very  disconcerting  in  their  operation,  and  I  wondef 
very  much  how  any  set  of  men,  but  most  of  all  how  Dutchmen 
can  have  had  ar  liking  to  invent  them.  Fjr  there  is  a  popular 
belief  that  Dutchmen  love  broad  cases  and  much  clothing  for 
their  own  lower  selves ;  and  they  might  know  better  than  to 
leave  their  clocks  so  veiy  lank  and  unprotected,  surely. 

Now  it  was,  you  observe,  that  the  Kettle  began  to  spend  the 
evening.  Now  it  was,  that  the  Kettle,  growing  mellow  and 
musical,  began  to  have  irrepressible  gurglings  in  its  throat, 
and  to  indulge  in  short  vocal  snorts,  which  it  checked  in  the 

bud,  as  if  it  hadn't  quite  made  up  its  mind  yet,  to  be  good  com- 
pany. Now  it  was,  that  after  two  or  three  such  vain  attempts 

to  stifle  its  convivial  sentiments,  it  threw  off"  all  moroseness,  all 
reserve,  and  burst  into  a  stream  of  song  so  cosy  and  hilarious, 
«s  never  maudlin  nightingale  yet  formed  the  least  idea  of. 

So  plain,  too  !  Bless  you,  you  might  have  understood  it  like 

a  book  —  better  than  some  books  you  and  I  covJd  name,  per 
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haps.  Witii  its  warm  breath  gushing  forth  in  a  light  clonl 
which  merrily  and  gracefully  ascended  a  few  feet,  then  hung 
about  the  chimney-corner  as  its  own  domestic  Heaven,  it 
trolled  its  song  with  that  strong  energy  of  cheerfulness,  that 
its  iron  body  hummed  and  stirred  upon  the  fire ;  and  the  lid 
itself,  the  recently  rebellious  lid  —  such  is  the  influence  of  a 
bright  example  —  performed  a  sort  of  jig,  and  clattered  like  a 
deaf  and  dumb  young  cymbal  that  had  never  known  the  use  of 
its  twin  brother. 

That  this  song  of  the  Kettle's  was  a  song  of  invitation  and 
welcome  to  somebody  out  of  doors ;  to  somebody  at  that  mo- 

ment coming  on,  towards  the  snug  small  home  and  the  crisp 
fire  ;  there  is  no  doubt  whatever.  Mrs.  Peerybingle  knew  it, 

perfectly,  as  she  sat  musing,  before  the  hearth.  It's  a  dark 
night,  sang  the  Kettle,  and  the  rotten  leaves  are  lying  by  the 
way ;  and  above,  ail  is  mist  and  darkness,  and  below,  all  is 

mire  and  clay ;  and  there's  only  one  relief  in  all  the  sad  and 
murky  air ;  and  I  don't  know  that  it  is  one,  for  it's  nothing 
but  a  glare,  of  deep  and  angry  crimson,  where  the  sun  and  wind 
together,  set  a  brand  upon  the  clouds  for  being  guilty  of  such 
weather ;  and  the  widest  open  country  is  a  long  didl  streak  of 

black  ;  and  there's  hoar-frost  on  the  finger-post,  and  thaw  upon 
the  track ;  and  the  ice  it  isn't  water,  and  the  water  isn't  free  ; 
and  you  couldn't  say  that  anything  is  what  it  ought  to  be ;  but 
he's  coming,  coming,  coming  !   

And  here,  if  you  like,  the  Cricket  did  chime  in !  with  a 
Chirrup,  Cliirrup,  Chirrup  of  such  magnitude,  by  way  of  chorus  j 
with  a  voice,  so  astoundiugly  disproportionate  to  its  size, 

as  compared  with  the  Kettle ;  (size  !  you  couldn't  see  it !) 
that  if  it  had  then  and  there  burst  itself  like  an  overcharged 
gun :  if  it  had  fallen  a  victim  on  the  spot,  and  chirruped  its 
little  body  into  fifty  pieces  :  it  woid^'  have  seemed  a  natural 
and  inevitable  consequence,  for  which  it  had  expressly  laboured. 

The   Kettle  had  had  th3  last  of  its  solo  performance.     It 
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persevered  with  undiminished  ardour;  but  the  Cricket  took 
first  fiddle  and  kept  it.  Good  Heaven,  how  it  chirped !  Its 
shrill,  sharp,  piercing  voice  resounded  through  the  house,  and 
seemed  to  twinkle  in  the  outer  darkness  like  a  Star.  There/ 
was  an  indescribable  little  trill  and  tremble  in  it,  at  its  loudest, 

which  suggested  its  being  can-ied  off  its  legs,  and  made  to 
leap  again,  by  its  own  intense  enthusiasm.  Yet  they  went 
very  well  together,  the  Cricket  and  the  Kettle.  The  burden 
of  the  song  was  still  the  same ;  and  louder,  louder,  louder  still, 
they  sang  it  in  their  emulation. 

The  fair  little  listener  —  for  fair  she  was,  and  young :  though 

something  of  what  is  called  the  dumpling  shape ;  but  I  don't 
myself  object  to  that  —  lighted  a  candle ;  glanced  at  the  Hay- 

maker on  the  top  of  the  clock,  who  was  getting  in  a  prettj 
average  crop  of  minutes ;  and  looked  out  of  the  window,  wheiij 
she  saw  nothing,  owing  to  the  darkness,  but  her  own  fac« 
imaged  in  the  glass.  And  my  opinion  is  (and  so  would  youre 
have  been),  that  she  might  have  looked  a  long  way,  and  seen 
nothing  half  so  agreeable.  When  she  came  back,  and  sat  down 

in  her  former  seat,  the  Cricket  and  the  Kettle  were  still  keep- 

ing it  up,  with  a  perfect  fury  of  competition.  The  Kettle's 
weak  side  clearly  being  that  he  didn't  know  when  he  was  beat. 

There  was  all  the  excitement  of  a  race  about  it.  Chirp, 

chirp,  chirp !  Cricket  a  mile  ahead.  Hum,  hum,  hum — m 
> — m  !  Kettle  making  play  in  the  distance,  like  a  great  top. 
Chirp,  chirp,  chirp !  Cricket  round  the  corner.  Hum,  hum, 
hum — m — m !  Kettle  sticking  to  him  in  his  own  way ;  no 
idea  of  giving  in.  Chirp,  chirp,  chirp !  Cricket  fresher  than 
ever.  Hum,  hum,  hum — m — m  !  Kettle  slow  and  steady. 
Chirp,  chirp,  chirp  !  Cricket  going  in  to  finish  him.  Hum, 
hum,  hum — m — m !  Kettle  not  to  be  finished.  Until  at 
last,  they  got  so  jumbled  together,  in  the  huny-skurry,  helter- 
skelter,  of  the  match,  that  whether  the  Kettle  chirped  and  the 
Cricket  humined,  os  the  Cricket  chirped  and  tiie  K^tie  hummed, 
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or  they  both  chirped  and  both  hummed,  it  would  have  taken  a 
clearer  head  than  yours  or  mine  to  have  decided  with  anything 
like  certainty.  But  of  this  there  is  no  doubt :  that  the  Kettle 
and  the  Cricket,  at  one  and  the  same  moment,  and  by  some 
power  of  amalgauiation  best  known  to  themselves,  sent,  each, 
his  fireside  song  of  comfort  streaming  into  a  ray  of  the  candle 
that  shone  out  through  the  window ;  and  a  long  way  down  the 
lane.  And  this  light,  bursting  on  a  certain  person  who,  on  the 
instant,  approached  towards  it  through  the  gloom,  expressed 
the  whole  thing  to  him,  literally  in  a  twinkling,  and  cried, 

"  Welcome  home,  old  fellow  !     Welcome  home,  my  Boy  !  " 
This  end  attained,  the  Kettle,  being  dead  beat,  boiled  over, 

and  was  taken  off  the  fire.  Mrs.  Peerybingle  then  went  running 
to  the  door,  where,  what  with  the  wheels  of  a  cart,  the  tramp 
of  a  horse,  the  voice  of  a  man,  the  tearing  in  and  out  of  an 
excited  dog,  and  the  surprising  and  mysterious  appearance  of  a 

Baby,  there  was  soon  the  very  What's-his-name  to  pay. 
Where  the  Baby  came  from,  or  how  Mrs.  Peerybingle  got 

hold  of  it  in  that  flash  of  time,  /  don't  know.  But  a  live  Baby 
there  was,  in  ̂ Irs.  Peerybingle's  arms ;  and  a  pretty  tolerable 
amount  of  pride  she  seemed  to  have  in  it,  when  she  was  drawn 
gently  to  the  fire,  by  a  sturdy  figure  of  a  man,  much  taller  and 
much  older  than  herself;  who  had  to  stoop  a  long  way  down, 
to  kiss  her.  But  she  was  worth  the  trouble.  Six  foot  six,  with 
the  lumbago,  might  have  done  it. 

"  OL  goodness,  John  !  "  said  Mrs.  P.  "  What  a  state  you're 
in  with  the  weather ! " 

He  was  something  the  worse  for  it,  undeniably.  The  thick 
mist  hung  in  clots  upon  his  eyelashes  like  candied  thaw ;  and 
between  the  fog  and  fire  together,  there  were  rainbows  in  his 
very  whiskers. 

"Why,  you  see.  Dot,"  John  made  answer,  slowly,  as  he 
unrolled  a  shawl  from  about  his  throat ;  and  warmed  his  hands  ', 
*"  it  —  it  an't  exactlv  summer  weather.     So,  no  wonder." 



THE   QRIUKET   OA    THE   liE.UiTH  iUi 

"  I  wish  you  wouldn^t  call  me  Dot,  John.  I  don't  like  it," 
said  Mrs.  Peerybingle :  pouting  in  a  way  that  clearly  showed 
she  did  like  it,  verj  much. 

"  Why,  what  else  are  you  ? "  returned  John,  looking  down 
upon  her  with  a  smile,  and  giving  her  waist  as  hght  a  squeeze 

as  his  huge  hand  and  aim  could  give.  "A  dot  and"  —  here 
he  glanced  at  the  Baby —  "a  dot  and  carry  —  I  won't  say  it, 
for  fear  I  should  spoil  it ;  but  I  was  very  near  a  joke.  I  don't 
know  as  ever  I  was  nearer." 

He  was  often  near  to  something  or  other  very  clever,  by  liis 
own  account :  this  lumbermg,  slow,  honest  John  ;  this  John  sO 
heavy,  but  so  light  of  spirit ;  so  rough  upon  the  surface,  but 

so  gentle  at  the  core ;  so  dull  without,  so  quick  w'ithin ;  so  stolid, 
but  so  good  !  Oh  Mother  Nature,  give  thy  children  the  tnic 

Poetry  of  Heart  that  hid  itself  in  this  poor  Carrier's  breast  — 
he  was  but  a  Carrier  by  the  way  —  and  we  can  bear  to  have 
them  talking  Prose,  and  leading  lives  of  Prose ;  and  bear  to 
bless  Thee  for  their  company  ! 

It  was  pleasant  to  see  Dot,  with  her  little  figure  and  her 
Baby  in  her  arms :  a  very  doll  of  a  Baby :  glancing  with  a 
coquettish  though tfulness  at  the  fire,  and  inclining  her  delicate 
little  head  just  enough  on  one  side  to  let  it  rest  in  an  odd,  half- 

natural,  halt'-aftected,  wholly  nestling  and  agreeable  manner,  on 
the  great  rugged  figure  of  the  Carrier.  It  w'as  pleasant  to  see 
him,  with  his  tender  awkwardness,  endeavouring  to  adapt  his 
rude  suppoit  to  her  slight  need,  and  make  his  burly  middle-age 

a  leaning-stnft'  not  inappropriate  to  her  blooming  youth.  It 
was  pleasant  to  observe  how  Tilly  Slowboy,  waiting  in  the 
background  for  the  Baby,  took  special  cognizance  (though  in  her 
earliest  teens)  of  this  grouping ;  and  stood  with  her  mouth 
and  eyes  wide  open,  and  her  head  thrust  forward,  taking  it  in 
as  if  it  were  air.  Now  was  it  less  agreeable  to  observe  how 
John  the  Carrier,  reference  being  made  by  Dot  to  the  aforesaid 
Baby,  checked  his  hand  when  on  tlie  point  of  touching  the  infant. 
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as  it  lie  thought  he  might  crack  it ;  and  bending  down,  surveyed 
it  from  a  safe  distance,  with  a  kind  of  puzzled  pride :  such  as 
an  amiable  mastiff  might  be  supposed  t©  show,  if  he  found 
himself,  one  day,  the  fatlier  of  a  j'oung  canary. 

"  An't  he  beautiful,  John  ?  Don't  he  look  precious  in  bis 

sleep  ? " 
"  Very  precious,"  said  John.  "  Very  nsnch  so.  He  generally 

is  asleep,  an't  he  1  " 
"  Lor,  John  !     Good  gi-acious,  no  ! " 
"  Oh,"  said  John,  pondering.  "  I  thought  his  eyes  was 

generally  shut.     Halloa  !  " 
"Goodness,  John,  how  you  startle  one  !  " 
"It  an't  right  for  him  to  turn  'em  up  in  that  way!"  said 

the  astonished  Carrier,  "  is  it  1  See  how  he's  winking  with  both 
of  'em  at  once  !  And  look  at  his  mouth  1  why,  he's  gasping  like 
a  gold  and  silver  fish  !  " 

"  You  don't  deserve  to  be  a  father,  you  don't,"  said  Dot,  with 
all  the  dignity  of  an  experienced  matron.  *'  But  how  should 
you  know  what  little  complaints  children  are  troubled  with, 

John  !  You  wouldn't  so  much  as  know  their  names,  you  stupid 
fellow."  And  when  she  had  turned  the  Baby  over  on  her  left 
arm,  and  had  slapped  its  back  as  a  restorative,  she  pinched  her 

husband's  ear,  laughing. 
"No,"  said  John,  pulling  off  his  outer  coat.  "  It's  very  true, 

Dot.  I  don't  know  much  about  it.  I  only  know  that  I've 
been  fighting  pretty  stiffly  with  the  Wind  to-night.  It's  been 
blowing  north-east,  straight  into  the  cart,  the  whole  way  home." 

"  Poor  old  man,  so  it  has  !  "  cried  Mrs.  Peerybingle,  instantly 
becoming  very  active.  "  Here  !  Take  tiie  precious  darling, 
Tilly,  while  I  make  myself  of  some  use.  Bless  it,  I  could 
smother  it  with  kissing  it,  I  could  !  Hie  then,  good  dog  !  Hie 
Boxer,  boy !  Only  let  me  make  the  tea  first,  John  ;  and  then 

I'U  help  you  with  the  parcels,  like  a  busy  bee.  '  How  doth  the 
little'  —  and  all  the  rest  of  it,  you  know,  John.      Did  you 
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ever  learn  'how  doth  the  little,'  when  you  went  to  school, 
John?" 

"  xNot  to  quite  know  it,"  John  returned.  "  I  was  very  nea.r 
^t  onre.     But  I  should  only  huve  spoilt  it,  I  dare  say." 

"Ha,  ha  !"  laughed  Dot.  She  had  the  blithest  little  laugh 
you  ever  heai'd.  "  What  a  dear  old  darling  of  a  dunce  you  are, 
J  ohn   to  be  sure  ! " 

N'^t  at  all  disputing  this  position,  John  went  out  to  see  that 
the  boy  with  the  lantern,  whioh  had  been  dancing  to  and  fro 

before  the  door  and  wuidow,  like  a  Will  of  the  Wi.sp,°  took  due 
care  of  the  horse  ;  who  was  fatter  than  you  would  quite  believe, 
if  I  gave  you  his  measure,  and  so  old  that  his  birthday  Avas  lost 
in  the  mists  of  antiquity.  Boxer,  feeling  that  his  attentions 

were  due  to  the  fomily  in  general,  and  must  be  impartially  dis- 
tributed, dashed  in  and  out  with  bewildering  inconstancy ;  now 

describing  a  circle  of  short  barks  round  the  horse,  where  he  was 

being  rubbed  down  at  the  stable-door ;  now  feigning  to  make 
savage  rushes  at  his  mistress,  and  facetiously  bringing  himself 
to  sudden  stops  ;^now  eliciting  a  shriek  from  Tilly  Slowboy,  in 
the  low  nursing-chair  near  the  fire,  by  the  unexjiected  applica- 

tion of  his  moist  nose  to  her  countenance ;  now  exhibiting  an 
obtnisive  interest  in  the  Baby  ;  now  going  round  and  round 
upon  the  hearth,  and  lying  down  as  if  he  had  established  him- 

self for  the  niglit;  now  getting  up  again,  and  taking  that  noth- 
ing of  a  fag-end  of  a  tail  of  his,  out  into  the  weather,  as  if  he 

bad  just  remembered  an  appointment,  and  was  off,  at  a  round 
trot',  to  keep  it. 

"  There  !  There's  the  teapot,  ready  on  the  hob  ! "  said  Dot ; 
as  briskly  busy  as  a  child  at  play  at  keeping  house.  "  And 
there's  the  eoLl  knuckle  of  ham ;  and  there's  the  butter ;  and 
thore's  the  cnisty  loaf,  and  all !  Here's  the  clothes-basket  for 
the  small  parcels,  John,  if  you've  got  any  there  —  where  are  you, 
John  ?  Don't  let  the  dear  child  fall  under  the  'grate,  Tilly, 
whatever  vou  do  ! " 
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It  may  be  noted  of  Miss  Slcvboy,  in  spite  of  her  rejecting  the 
caution  with  some  vivacity,  that  she  had  a  rare  and  surprising 
talent  for  getting  this  Baby  into  difficulties :  and  had  several 
times  imperilled  its  short  life,  in  a  quiet  way  peculiarly  her  own. 
She  was  of  a  spare  and  straight  shape,  this  young  lady,  inso- 

much that  lier  garments  ajjpeared  to  be  in  constant  danger  of 
sliding  off  these  sharp  pegs,  her  shoulders,  on  which  they  were 
loosely  hung.  Her  costume  was  remarkable  for  the  partial  de- 

velopment, on  all  possible  occasions,  of  some  flannel  vestment 
of  a  singular  structure  ;  also  for  affording  glimpses,  in  the  region 

of  the  back,  of  a  corset,  or  pair  of  stays,  in  colour  a  dead-green. 
Being  always  in  a  state  of  gaping  admiration  at  everything,  and 
absorbed,  besides,  in  the  perpetual  contemplation  of  her  mis- 

tress's perfections  and  the  Baby's,  Miss  Slowboy,  in  her  little 
errors  of  judgment,  may  be  said  to  have  done  equal  honour  to 
her  head  and  to  her  heart ;  and  though  these  did  less  honour  to 

the  Baby's  head,  which  they  were  the  occasional  means  of  bring- 
ing into  contact  with  deal  doors,  dressers,  stair-rails,  bedposts, 

and  other  foreign  substances,  still  they  were  the  honest  results 

of  Tilly  Slowboy 's  constant  astonishment  at  finding  herself  so 
kindly  treated,  and  installed  in  such  a  comfortable  home.  For, 
the  maternal  and  paternal  Slowboy  were  alike  unknown  to 
Fame,  and  Tilly  had  been  bred  by  public  charity,  a  Foundling ; 

whicii  word,  though  only  dift'ering  from  Fotidling  by  one  vowel's 
length,  is  very  different  in  meaning,  and  expresses  quite  another 
thing. 

To  have  seen  little  Mrs.  Peerybingle  come  back  %\ith  her  hus- 
band ;  tugging  at  the  clothes-basket,  and  making  the  most 

strenuous  exertions  to  do  nothing  at  all  (for  he  carried  it) ; 
would  have  amused  you,  almost  as  much  as  it  amused  him.  It 
may  have  entertained  the  Cricket  too,  for  anything  I  know ;  but 
certainly,  it  now  began  to  chirp  again,  vehemently. 

"  Heyday  \ "  said  John,  in  his  slow  way.  "  It's  merrier  than 
ever,  to-night,  I  think." 
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"  And  it's  sure  to  bring  us  good  lortune,  John  !  It  always 
has  done  so.  To  have  a  Cricket  on  the  Hearth,  is  the  hickiest 

thing  in  all  the  world  !  " 
John  looked  at  her  as  if  he  had  very  nearly  got  the  thought 

into  his  head,  that  she  was  his  Cricket  in  chief,  and  he  quite 
agreed  with  her.  But  it  was  probably  one  of  his  narrow  escapes, 
for  he  said  nothing. 

"  The  first  time  I  heard  its  cheerful  little  note,  John,  was  on 
that  night  when  you  brought  me  home  —  when  you  brought 
me  to  my  new  home  here ;  its  little  mistress.  Nearly  a  year 

ago.     You  recollect,  John?" 
Oh  yes.     John  remembered.     I  should  think  so  ! 

"  Its  chirp  was  such  a  welcome  to  me  !  It  seemed  so  full  of 
promise  and  encouragement.  It  seemed  to  say,  you  would  be 
kind  and  gentle  with  me,  and  would  not  expect  (I  had  a  fear  of 
that,  John,  then)  to  find  an  old  head  on  the  shoulders  of  your 
foolish  little  wife." 

John  thoughtfully  patted  one  of  the  shoulders,  and  then  the 
head,  as  though  he  would  have  said  No,  no ;  he  had  had  no  such 

expectation ;  he  had  been  quite  content  to  take  them  as  they 
were      And  really  he  had  reason.     They  were  very  comely. 

"  xt  spoke  the  truth,  John,  when  it  seemed  to  say  so  ;  for  you 
have  ever  been,  I  am  sure,  the  best,  the  most  considerate,  the 
most  affectionate  of  husbands  to  me.  This  has  been  a  happy 

home,  John  ;  and  I  love  the  Cricket  for  its  sake  !  " 
"  Why,  so  do  I,  then,"  said  the  Carrier.      "  So  do  I,  Dot." 
"  I  love  it  for  the  many  times  I  have  heard  it,  and  the  many 

thoughts  its  harmless  music  has  given  me.  Sometimes,  in  the 
twilight,  when  I  felt  a  little  solitary  and  down-hearted,  John  — 
before  Baby  was  here  to  keep  me  company  and  make  the  house 
gay  —  when  I  have  thought  how  lonely  you  would  be  if  I  should 
die ;  how  lonely  I  should  be  if  I  could  know  that  you  had  lost 
me,  dear ;  its  Chirp,  Chirp,  Chirp  upon  the  hearth,  has  seemed 
to  t€ll  me  of  another  little  voice,  so  sweet,  so  very  dear  to  me, 
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befoie  whose  comiug  sound  my  trouble  vanished,  like  a  dream. 
And  when  I  used  to  fear  —  I  did  fear  once,  John ;  I  was  very 
young  you  know  —  that  ours  might  prove  to  be  an  ill-assorted 
marriage  :  I  being  such  a  child,  and  you  more  like  my  guardian 
than  my  husband :  and  that  you  might  not,  however  hard  you 
tried,  be  able  to  learu  to  love  me,  as  you  hoped  and  prayed  you 
might ;  its  Chirp,  Chirp,  Chirp  has  cheered  me  up  again,  and 
filled  me  with  new  trust  and  confidence.  I  was  thinking  of 

these  things  to-night,  dear,  when  I  sat  expecting  you ;  and  I 
love  the  Cricket  for  their  sake  ! " 

"  And  so  do  I,"  i-epeated  John.  "  But,  ])ot  1  /  hope  and 
pray  that  I  might  learn  to  love  you  1  How  you  talk !  I  had 

learnt  that,  long  before  I  brought  you  here,  to  be  the  Cricket's 
little  mistress,  Dot !  " 

She  laid  her  hand,  an  instant,  on  his  arm,  and  looked  up  at 
him  with  an  agitated  foce,  as  if  she  would  have  told  him  some- 

thing. Next  moment  she  was  down  upon  her  knees  before 

the  basket ;  speaking  in  a  sprightly  A'oice,  and  busy  with  the 
parcels. 

"  There  are  not  many  of  them  to-night,  John,  but  I  saw  some 
goods  oehind  the  cart,  just  now ;  and  though  they  give  more 
trouble,  perhaps,  still  they  pay  as  well ;  so  we  have  no  reason 
to  grumble,  have  we?  Besides,  you  have  b(^n  d^vering,  1 

dare  say,  as  you  came  along  1 " 
"  Oh  yes,"  John  said.     "  A  good  many." 
"Why,  what's  this  round  box?  Heart  alive,  John,  it's  a 

wedding-cake  ! '' 
"  Leave  a  woman  alone  to  find  out  that,"  said  John,  ad- 

miringly. "  Now  a  man  would  neve^*  have  thought  of  it ! 
Whereas,  it's  my  belief  that  if  you  was  to  pack  a  wedding-cake 
up  in  a  tea-chest,  or  a  turn-up  bedstead,  or  a  pickled  salmon  { 
keg,  or  any  unlikely  thing,  a  woman  would  be  sure  to  find  it 

out  directly.     Yes  ;  I  called  for  it  at  the  pastiy-cook's." 
"  And    it    weighs    T    don't    know    what  —  whole    hundred- 
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weights  ! "  cried  Dot,  niakiug  a  great  demonstration  of  trying 
to  lift  it.     "  Whose  ia  it,  John  ?     Where  is  it  going?  " 

"  Read  the  •writij^  on  the  other  side,"  said  John. 

"  Why,  John  !     My  Goodness,  John  ! "  ' 
"  Ah  !  who'd  have  thought  it !  "  John  returned. 
"  You  never  mean  to  say,"  pursued  Dot,  sitting  on  the  floor 

and  shaking  her  head  at  him,  "  that  it's  Grutf  and  Taekleton 
the  toymaker ! " John  nodded, 

Mrs.  Peerybingle  nodded  also,  fifty  times  at  least.  Not  in 
assent  —  in  dumb  aaid  pitying  amazement ;  screwing  up  her  lips 
the  while,  with  all  their  little  force  (they  were  never  made  for 
screwing  up ;  I  am  elear  of  that),  and  looking  the  good  Carrier 
through  and  through,  in  her  abstraction.  Miss  Slowboy,  in  the 
meantime,  who  had  a  mechanical  power  of  reproducing  scraps 
of  current  conversation  for  the  delectation  of  the  Baby,  with  all 
the  sense  struck  out  of  them,  and  all  the  nouns  changed  into 
the  plural  number,  inquired  aloud  of  that  young  creature,  Was 
it  GrutFs  and  Tackletous  the  toymakers  then,  and  Would  it  call 

at  Pastry-cooks  for  wedding-cakes,  and  Did  its  mothers  know 
the  boxes  when  its  fathers  brought  them  homes ;  and  so  on. 

"  And  that  is  really  to  come  about !  "  said  Dot.  "  Why, 
she  and  I  were  girls  at  school  together,  John." 

He  might  have  been  tliinking  of  her :  or  nearly  thinking  of 
her,  perhajjs  :  as  she  was  in  that  same  school  time.  He  looked 
upon  her  with  a  thoughtful  pleasure,  but  he  made  no  answer. 

"  And  he's  as  old  !  As  unlike  her  !  —  Why,  how  many  years 
older  than  you,  Ls  Gruif  and  Taekleton,  John  1 " 

"  How  many  more  oaps  of  tea*  shall  I  drink  to-night  at  one 
sitting,  than  Gruff  and  Taekleton  ever  took  in  four,  I  wonder ! " 
replied  John,  good  humoured ly,  as  he  drew  a  chair  to  the  round 

table,  and  began  at  the  cold  ham.  "As  to  eating,  I  eat  but 
little ;  but  that  little  I  enjoy,  Dot." 

Even  this ;  his  «sii^  sentiment  at  meal   times,  one  of  J»i8 
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innocent  delusions  (for  his  appetite  was  always  obstinate,  and 
flatij-  contradicted  him) ;  awoke  no  smile  in  the  face  of  his  littl« 

■wife,  who  stood  among  the  parcels,  pushing  the  cake  box  slowly 
from  her  with  her  foot,  and  never  once  looketl,  though  her  eyes 
were  cast  down  too,  upon  the  dainty  shoe  she  generally  was  so 
mindfid  of.  Absorbed  in  thought,  she  stood  there,  heedless 
alike  of  the  tea  and  John  (although  he  called  to  her,  and  rapped 
the  table  with  h's  knife  to  startle  her),  until  he  rose  and  touched 
her  on  the  arui ;  when  she  looked  at  him  for  a  moment,  and 

hurried  t:'  tier  place  behind  the  teaboard,  laughing  at  her  negli- 
gencft.  But  not  as  she  had  laughed  before.  The  manner  and 
the  music  vvere  quite  changed. 

The  Cricket,  too,  had  stopped.  Somehow  the  room  was  not 
«o  cLeerful  as  it  had  been.     Nothing  like  it. 

•'  Su  these  are  all  the  parcels,  are  they,  John  ? "  she  said : 

'breauing  a  long  silence,  which  the  honest  Carrier  had  devoted 
to  the  practical  Ulustration  of  one  part  of  his  favourite  senti- 

ment—  certainly  enjoying  what  he  ate,  if  it  couldn't  be  ad- 
mitted that  he  ate  but  little.  "  So  these  are  all  the  parcels ; 

are  they,  John  ? " 
"  That's  all,"  said  John.  "  "Why  —  no  —  I  —  "  laying  down 

his  knife  and  fork,  and  taking  a  long  breath.  "  I  declare  —  I've 
f^lean  forgotten  the  old  gentleman ! " 

"  The  old  gentleman  ? " 
"  In  the  cart,"  said  John.  "He  was  asleep,  among  the  straw, 

the  last  time  I  saw  him.  I've  very  nearly  remembered  him, 
twice,  since  I  came  in ;  but  he  went  out  of  my  head  again. 

Holloa  1     Yahip  there  !     Rouse  up !     That's  my  hearty  ? " 
John  said  these  latter  words*outside  the  door,  whither  he  had hurried  with  the  candle  in  his  hand. 

Miss  Slowboy,  conscious  of  some  mysterious  reference  to  The 

Qld  Gentleman,"  and  connecting  in  her  mystified  imagination 
certain  associations  of  a  religious  nature  with  the  phrase,  was  so 
disturbed,  that  hastily  rismg  from  the  low  ohair  by  thp  fire  to 



THE  CRICKFT  ON  THE  HEARTH  109 

seek  protertion  near  the  skirts  of  her  mistress,  and  coming  into 
contact  as  she  crossed  the  doorway  with  an  ancient  Stranger, 
she  instinctively  made  a  charge  or  butt  at  him  with  the  only 

offensive  instrument  within  her  reach.  This  instrument  hap- 
pening to  be  the  Baby,  great  commotion  and  alarm  ensued, 

which  the  sagacity  of  Boxer  rather  tended  to  increase  ,  for  that 
good  dog,  more  thoughtfid  than  its  master,  had,  it  seemed, 
been  watching  the  old  gentleman  in  his  sleep  lest  he  should 
walk  off  with  a  few  young  poplar  trees  that  were  tied  up  benind 

the  cart ;  and  he  still  attended  on  him  very  closely ;  worrj'ing 
his  gaiters  in  fact,  and  making  dead  sets  at  the  buttons. 

"You're  such  an  undeniable  good  sleeper,  Sir,"  said  John, 
•'R'hen  tranquillity  was  restored  ;  in  the  meantime  the  old  gentle- 

man had  stood,  bareheaded  and  motionless,  in  the  centre  of  the 

room ;  "  that  I  have  half  a  mind  to  ask  you  where  the  other 
six  are :  only  that  would  be  a  joke,  and  I  know  I  should  spoil 

it.  Very  near  though,"  murmured  the  Carrier,  with  a  chuckle ; 
*'  veiy  near  ! " 

The  Stranger,  who  had  long  white  hair ;  good  features,  singu- 
larly bold  and  well  defined  for  an  old  man ;  and  dark,  bright, 

penetrating  eyes ;  looked  round  with  a  smile,  and  saluted  the 

Carrier's  wile  by  gravely  inclining  his  head. 
His  garb  was  very  quaint  and  odd  —  a  long,  long  way  behind 

^he  time.     Its  hue  was  brown,  all  over.     In  his  hand  he  held 

-■reat  brown  club  or  walking-stick;  and  striking  this  upon 
tue  floor,  it  fell  asunder,  and  became  a  chair.  On  which  he 
sat  down,  quite  composedly. 

"  There  ! "  said  the  Carrier,  tm-ning  to  his  wife.  "  That's 
the  way  I  found  him,  sitting  by  the  roadside  1  Upright  as  a 
milestone.     And  almost  as  deaf." 

"  Sitting  in  the  open  air,  John  ! " 
"In  the  open  air,"  replied  the  Carrier,  "just  at  dusk. 

•Carriage  Paid,'  he  said;  and  gave  me  eighteenpence.  Thea 
be  got  in.     And  there  he  is." 
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"  He's  going,  John,  I  think  !  " 
Not  at  all.     He  was  only  going  to  speak. 

"If  you  please,  I  was  to  be  left  till  called  for/'  said  the 
Stranger,  mildly.     "Don't  mind  me." 

With  that,  he  took  a  pair  of  spectacles  from  one  of  his  large 
pockets,  and  a  book  from  another,  and  leisurely  began  to  read. 
Making  no  more  of  Boxer  than  if  he  had  been  a  house  lamb ! 

The  Carrier  and  his  wife  exchanged  a  look  of  perplexity. 
The  Stranger  raised  his  head ;  and  glancing  from  the  latter  to 
the  former,  said  :  — 

"  Your  daughter,  my  good  friend  2 " 
"  Wife,"  returned  John. 
"  Niece  1 "  said  the  Stranger. 
"Wife,"  roared  John. 
"  Indeed  1 "  observed  the  Stranger.     "  Surely  ?    Very  young?" 
He  quietly  turned  over,  and  resumed  his  reading.  But* 

before  he  could  have  read  two  lines,  he  again  interrupted  him- 
self to  say :  — 

"  Baby,  yours  1 " 
John  gave  him  a  gigantic  nod ;  equivalent  to  an  answer  in 

ihe  affirmative,  delivered  through  a  speaking-tnimpet. 
"Girl?" 

"  Bo-o-oy  ! "  roared  John. 
"  Also  very  young,  eh  ? " 
Mrs.  Peerybingle  instantly  struck  in.  "Two  months  and 

three  da-ays  !  Vaccinated  just  six  weeks  ago-o !  Took  very 
fine-ly !  Considered,  by  the  doctor,  a  remarkably  beautiful 
chi-ild !  Equal  to  the  general  run  of  children  at  five  montlis 
o-old !  Takes  notice,  in  a  way  quite  won-der-ful !  JMay  seem 

impossible  to  you,  but  feels  his  legs  al-ready  ! " 
Here  the  breathless  little  mother,  who  had  been  shrieking 

these  short  sentences  into  the  old  man's  ear,  until  her  pretty 
face  was  crimsoned,  held  up  the  Baby  before  him  as  a  stubborn 

and  triumphant  fact  ̂   while  Tilly  Slowboy,  -with  a  melodious 



THE  CRICKET  ON  THE  HEARTH  111 

cry  of  "  Ketcher,  Ketclicr '' —  wbicli  soiuided  like  some  unknown 
words,  adapted  to  a  popular  Sneeze  —  performed  some  cow-like 
gambols  round  that  all-unconscious  Innocent. 

"  Hark  !  He's  called  for,  sure  enough,"  said  John.  "  There's 
somebody  at  the  door.     Open  it,  Tilly." 

Before  she  could  reach  it,  hoAvever,  it  was  opened  from  with- 
out ;  being  a  primitive  sort  of  door,  with  a  latch,  that  any  one 

coidd  lift  if  he  chose  —  and  a  good  many  people  did  choose,  I 
can  tell  you ;  for  all  kinds  of  neighbours  liked  to  have  a  cheer- 

ful word  or  two  with  the  Carrier,  though  he  was  no  great 
talker  himself.  Being  opened,  it  gave  admission  to  a  little, 
meagre,  thoughtful,  dingy-faced  man,  who  seemed  to  have  made 
himself  a  great-coat  from  the  sack-cloth  covering  of  some  old 
box  ;  for  .when  he  turned  to  shut  the  door,  and  keep  the  weather 
out,  he  disclosed  upon  the  back  of  that  garment,  the  inscrij^tion 
Gr  &  T  in  large  black  capitals.  Also  the  word  GLASS  in  bold 
characters. 

"  Good  evening,  John  !  "  said  the  little  man.  "  Good  even- 

ing, Mum.  Good  evening,  Tilly.  Good  evening,  "Jnbeknown  ! 
How's  Baby,  Mum  ?     Boxer's  pretty  well  I  hope  1 " 

"All  thriving,  Caleb,"  replied  Dot.  "I  am  sure  you  need 
cnly  look  at  the  dear  child,  for  one,  to  know  that." 
"And  I'm  sure  I  need  only  look  at  you  for  another,"  said Caleb. 

He  didn't  look  at  her  though  ;  he  had  a  wandering  and 
thoughtful  eye  which  seemed  to  be  always  projecting  itself  into 
some  other  time  and  place,  no  matter  what  he  said ;  a  descrip- 

tion which  will  equally  apply  to  his  voice. 

"  Or  at  John  for  another,"  said  Caleb.  "  Or  at  Tilly,  as  far 
as  that  goes.     Or  certainly  at  Boxer." 

"  Busy  just  now,  Caleb? "  asked  the  Carrier. 
"Why,  pretty  well,  John,"  he  returned,  with  the  distraught 

ail  of  a  man  who  was  casting  about  for  the  Philosopher's  stone, 
at  least.     "  Pretty  much  so.     There's  rather  a  run  on  Noah's 
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Arks  at  present.  I  could  have  wislied  to  improve  upon  the 

Family,  but  I  don't  see  how  it's  to  be  done  at  the  price.  It 
would  be  a  satisfaction  to  one's  mind,  to  make  it  clearer  which 
was  Shems  and  Hams,  and  which  was  Wives.  Fhes  ain't  on 
that  scale  neither,  as  compared  with  elephants  you  know  !  Ah  ! 

well !    Have  you  got  anything  in  the  parcel  line  for  me,  John  ? " 
The  Carrier  put  his  hand  into  a  pocket  of  the  coat  he  had 

taken  off;  and  brought  out,  carefully  preserved  in  moss  and 

paper,  a  tiny  flower-pot. 
"  There  it  is  !  "  he  said,  adjusting  it  with  great  care.  "  Not 

so  much  as  a  leaf  damaged.     Full  of  buds  ! " 
Caleb's  dull  eye  brightened,  as  he  took  it,  and  thanked  him. 
"  Dear,  Caleb,"  said  the  Carrier.     "  Very  dear  at  this  season." 
*'  Never  mind  that.  It  would  be  cheap  to  me,  Avhatever  it 

cost,"  returned  the  little  man.     "  Anything  else,  John  ? " 
"  A  small  box,"  replied  the  Carrier.     "  Here  you  are  !  " 
" '  For  Caleb  Plummer,' "  said  the  little  man,  spelling  out 

the  direction.  '"With  Cash.'  With  Cash,  John.  I  don't 
think  it's  for  me." 

"  With  Care,"  returned  the  Carrier,  looking  over  his  shoulder. 
**  Where  do  you  make  out  cash  ? " 

"  Oh  !  To  be  sure  !  "  said  Caleb.  "  It's  all  right.  With 
care  !  Yes,  yes  ;  that's  mine.  It  might  have  been  with  cash, 
indeed,  if  my  dear  Boy  in  the  Golden  South  Americas  had 

Uved,  John.  You  loved  him  like  a  son  ;  didn't  you  ?  You 
needn't  say  you  did.  /  know,  of  course.  '  Caleb  Plummer. 
With  care,'  Yes,  yes,  it's  all  right.  It's  a  box  of  dolls'  eyes  for 
mv  daughter's  work.  I  wish  it  was  her  o^vn  sight  iu  a  box, 

John." 
"  I  wish  it  was,  or  could  be  !  "  cried  the  Carrier. 
"  Thank'ee,"  said  the  little  man.  "  You  speak  very  hearty. 

To  think  that  she  should  never  see  the  Dolls  —  and  thera 

a-stariag  at  her,  so  bold,  all  day  long!  That's  where  it  cuta 
Whats  the  damaee.  John?" 
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"I'll  damage  you,"  said  Joh/i,  "  if  you  inquire.  t)ot !  Very 
Dear?" 

"  Well !  it's  like  you  to  say  so,"  observed  the  little  man. 
"  It's  your  kiud  way.     Let  me  see.     I  think  that's  all." 

"  I  think  not,"  said  the  Carrier.     "  Try  again." 
"  Something  for  our  Governor,  eh  1 "  said  Caleb,  after  pon- 

dering a  little  while.  "  To  be  sure.  That's  wiiat  I  came  for ; 
but  my  head's  so  running  on  them  Arks  and  things !  He 
hasn't  been  here,  has  he  1 " 

"  Not  he,"  retiu-ned  the  Carrier.     "  He's  too  busy,  courting." 
"  He's  coming  round  though,"  said  Caleb  ;  "  for  he  told  me 

to  keep  on  the  near  side  of  the  road  going  home,  and  it  w^as  ten 

to  one  he'd  take  me  up.  I  had  better  go,  by  the  bye.  —  You 
couldn't  have  tlie  goodness  to  let  me  pinch  Boxer's  tail,  Mum, 
for  half  a  moment,  could  you  ? " 

"  Why,  Caleb  !   what  a  question  !  " 
"  Oh,  never  mind,  Mum,"  said  the  little  man.  *'  He  mightn't 

like  it  perhaps.  There's  a  small  order  just  come  in,  for  barking 
dogs ;  and  I  should  -wish  to  go  as  close  to  Natur'  as  I  could, 
for  sixpence.     That's  all.     Never  mind,  Mum." 

It  happened  opportunely,  that  Boxer,  without  receiving  the 
proposed  stimulus,  began  to  bark  with  great  zeal.  But  as  this 
implie-d  the  approach  of  seme  new  visitor,  Caleb,  postponing 
his  study  from  the  life  to  a  more  convenient  season,  shouldered 
the  round  box,  and  took  a  hurried  leave.  He  might  have  spared 

himself  the  ti-ouble,  for  he  met  the  visitor  upon  the  threshold. 
"  Oh  !  You  are  here,  are  you  ?  Wait  a  bit.  I'll  take  you 

home.  John  Peerybingle,  my  service  to  you.  More  of  my 
service  to  your  pretty  wife.  Handsomer  every  day  1  Better 

too,  if  possible  !  And  younger,"  mused  the  speaker,  in  a  low 
voice ;  "  that's  the  Devil  of  it !  " 

"I  should  be  astonished  at  your  paying  compliments.  Mr. 
Tackleton,"  said  Dot,  not  with  the  best  grace  in  the  world; 
•*  but  for  your  condition." 
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"  You  know  all  about  it  then  1 " 
"  I  have  got  myself  to  believe  it,  somehow,"  said  Doi. 
"  After  a  hard  struggle,  I  suppose  ? " 
"Very." 
Tackleton  the  Toy-merehaut,  pretty  generally  known  as 

Gruff  and  Tackleton  — for  that  was  the  firm,  though  Gruff  had 
been  bought  out  long  ago ;  only  leaving  his  name,  and  as  some 
said  his  nature,  according  to  its  Dictionary  meaning,  in  the 
business — Tackleton  the  Toy-merchant,  was  3  man  whose 
vocation  had  been  quite  misunderstood  by  his  Parents  and 
Guardians.  If  they  had  made  him  a  Money  Lender,  or  a  sharp 
Attorney,  or  a  Sneriff  s  Officer,  or  a  Broker,  he  might  have 
sown  his  discontented  oats  in  his  youth,  and,  after  having  had 
the  full  run  of  himself  in  ill-natured  transactions,  might  have 
turned  out  amiable,  at  last,  for  the  sake  of  a  little  freshness 

and  novelty.  But,  cramped  and  chafing  in  the  peaceable  pur- 
suit of  toy-making,  he  was  a  domestic  Ogre,  who  had  been 

living  on  children  all  his  life,  and  was  their  implacable  enemy. 

He  despised  all  toys  ;  wouldn't  have  bought  one  for  the  world ; 
delighted,  in  his  malice,  to  insinuate  grim  expressions  into  the 

faces  of  brown-paper  farmers  Avho  drove  pigs  to  market,  bell- 

men who  advertised  lost  lawyers'  consciences,  moveable  old 
ladies  who  darned  stockings  or  carved  pies;  and  other  like 
samples  of  his  stock  in  trade.  In  appalling  masks ;  hideous, 
hairy,  red-eyed  Jacks  in  Boxes ;  Vampire  Kites ;  demoniacal 

Tumblers  who  wouldn't  lie  down,  and  were  perpetually  flying 
forward,  to  stare  infants  out  of  countenance  ;  his  soul  perfectly 
revelled.  They  were  his  only  relief,  and  safety-valve.  He  was 

great  in  such  inventions.  AnyMiir.g  suggestive  of  a  Pony-~ 
nightmare,  was  delicious  to  him.  He  had  even  lost  money  (and 
he  took  to  that  toy  very  kindly)  by  getting  up  Goblin  slides  for 
magic-lanterns,  whereon  the  Powers  of  Darkness  were  depicted 
as  a  sort  of  supernatural  shell-fish,  with  human  faces.  In 
intensifying  the  portraiture  of  Giants,  he  had  sunk  quite  a  little 
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capital ;  and,  though  no  painter  himself,  he  could  indicate,  for 
the  instruction  of  his  artists,  with  a  piece  of  chalk,  a  certain 
furtive  leer  for  the  countenances  of  those  monsters,  which  was 
safe  to  destroy  the  peace  of  mind  of  any  young  gentleman 
between  the  ages  of  six  and  eleven,  for  the  whole  Christmas  or 
Midsummer  Vacation. 

What  he  was  in  toys,  he  was  (as  most  men  are)  in  aE  other 
things.  You  may  eansily  suppose,  therefore,  that  within  the 
green  cape,  which  reached  down  to  the  calves  of  his  legs,  there 
was  buttoned  up  to  the  chin  an  uncommonly  pleasant  fellow^ 
and  that  he  was  about  as  choice  a  spirit,  and  as  agreeable  a 

companion,  as  ever  stood  in  a  pair  of  bull-headed  looking  boots 
with  mahogany-coloured  tops. 

Still,  Tackleton,  the  Toy-merchant,  was  going  to  be  married. 
In  spite  of  all  this,  he  was  going  to  be  married.  And  to  a 
young  wife  too  ;  a  beautiful  young  wife. 

He  didn't  look  much  like  a  bridegroom,  as  he  stood  in  the 
Carrier's  kitchen,  with  a  twist  in  his  dry  face,  and  a  screw  in 
his  body,  and  his  hat  jerked  over  the  bridge  of  his  nose,  and 
his  hands  tucked  down  into  the  bottoms  of  his  pockets,  and  his 
whole  sarcastic  ill-conditioned  self  peering  out  of  one  little 
corner  of  one  little  eye,  like  the  concentrated  essence  of  any 
number  of  ravens.     But,  a  bridegroom  he  designed  to  be. 

"  In  three  days'  time.  Next  Thursday.  The  last  day  of  the 
first  month  in  the  year.  That's  my  wedding  day,'*  said Tackleton. 

Did  I  mention  that  he  had  always  one  eye  wide  open,  and 
one  eye  nearly  shut ;  and  that  the  one  eye  nearly  shut,  was 

always  the  expressive  eye?     I  don't  think  I  did. 
"  That's  my  wedding-day  ! "  said  Tackleton,  rattling  his 

money. 

"  Why,  it's  our  wedding-day  too,"  exclaimed  the  Carrier. 
"  Ha,  ha  !  "  laughed  Tackleton.  "  Odd  !  You're  just  such 

another  couple.     Just !  " 
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The  mijigiiation  of  Dot  at  this  presumptuous  assertion  is  not 
to  be  described.  What  next?  His  imagiuation  Avould  compass 
the  possibility  of  just  such  another  Baby,  perhaps.  The  man 
was  mad. 

"  I  say  !  A  word  with  you,"  murmured  Tackleton,  nudging 
the  Carrier  with  his  elbow,  and  taking  him  a  little  apart. 

"You'll  come  to  the  wedding?  We're  in  the  same  boat,  you 
know." 

"  How  in  the  same  boat?"  inquired  the  Carrier. 
"  A  little  disparity,  you  know;  "  said  Tackleton,  with  anotner 

nudge.     "  Come  and  spend  an  evening  with  us,  beforehand." 
"  Why  1 "  demanded  John,  astonished  at  this  pressing 

hospitality. 

"  Why  ? "  returned  the  other.  "  That's  a  new  way  of  receiv- 
ing an  invitation.  Why,  for  pleasure ;  sociabihty,  you  know, 

and  all  that !  " 

"  I  thought  you  were  never  sociable,"  saia  John,  in  his  plain way. 

"  Tchali  !  It's  of  no  use  to  be  anything  but  free  with  you  I 
see,"  said  Tackleton.  "  Why,  then,  the  truth  is  you  have  a  — 
what  tea-drinking  people  call  a  sort  of  a  comfortable  appearance 
together:  you  and  your  wife.  We  know  better,  you  know, 

but   " 

"  No,  we  don't  know  better,"  interposed  John.  "  What  are 

you  talking  about  ? " 
"  Well !  We  don't  know  better,  then,"  said  Tackleton. 

*•  We'll  agree  that  we  don't.  As  you  like  ;  what  does  it  mat- 
ter? I  was  going  to  say,  as  you  have  that  sort  of  appearance,! 

your  company  will  produce  a  favourable  effect  on  Mrs.  Tackle- 
ton that  will  be.  And,  though  I  don't  think  your  good  lady's 

very  friendly  to  me,  in  this  matter,  still  she  can't  help  herself: 
from  falling  into  my  views,  for  there's  a  compactness  and  cosi- 

ness of  appearance  about  her  that  always  tells,  even  in  an  indit 

ferent  case.     You'll  say  you'll  come  ? " 
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"  We  have  an-anged  to  keep  our  Wedding-Day  (as  far  as  that 
goes)  at  home,"  said  John.  "  We  have  made  tiic  promise  to  our- 

selves these  six  months.     We  think,  you  see,  tln't  home   '* 
"Bah!  what's  home?"  cried  Tactletou.  '•  Four  walls  and 

a  ceiling !  (why  don't  you  kill  that  Cricket;  /  vvoulil !  I  al- 
ways do.  I  hate  their  noise).  There  are  four  u  alls  and  a  ceUiug 

at  my  house.     Come  to  me  ! " 
"  You  kill  your  Crickets,  eh  ?  "  said  John. 
"  Scnxnch  'em.  Sir,"  returned  the  other,  setting  his  hee) 

heavily  on  the  floor.  "You'll  say  you'll  come?  Its  as  much 
your  interest  as  mine,  you  know,  that  the  women  should  per- 

suade each  other  that  they're  quiet  and  contented,  and  couldn't 
be  better  off.  I  know  their  way.  Whatever  one  woman  says, 

another  woman  is  determined  to  clinch,  always.  There's  that 
spirit  of  emulation  among  'em.  Sir,  that  if  your  wire  says  to  my 
wife,  *I'm  the  happiest  woman  in  the  world,  and  mine's  the 
best  husband  in  the  world,  and  I  dote  on  him,'  my  wife  will 
say  the  same  to  yours,  or  more,  and  half  believe  it." 

"  Do  you  mean  to  say  she  don't,  then  1 "  asked  the  Carrier. 
"  Don't !"  cried Tackleton,  with  a  short,  sharp  laugh.  "Don't 

what?" 
The  Carrier  had  hau  some  faint  idea  of  adding,  "  dote  upon 

you."  But  happening  to  meet  the  half-closed  eye,  as  it  twinkled 
upon  him  over  the  tumed-up  collar  of  the  cnpe,  which  was 
within  an  ace  of  poking  it  out,  he  felt  it  such  an  unlikely  part 
«nd  parcel  of  anything  to  be  doted  on,  that  he  substituted, 
-•that  she  don't  beUeve  it?" 

*'  Ah,  you  dog  !     You're  joking,"  said  Tackleton. 
But  the  Carrier,  though  slow  to  understand  the  full  drift  of 

his  raeaning,  eyed  him  in  such  a  serious  manner,  that  he  was 
obliged  to  be  a  little  more  explanatory. 

"I  have  the  humour,"  said  Tackleton  :  holding  up  the  fin- 
gers of  his  left  hand,  and  tapping  the  forefinger,  to  imply 

'  there  1  am,  Tackleton  to  wit : '  "  I  have  the  humour,  Sir,  to 
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marry  a  yoimg  wife  and  a  pretty  wife : "  here  he  rapped  hia 
little  fiuger,  to  express  the  Bride ;  not  sparingly,  but  sharply  ; 

with  a  sense  of  power.  "  I'm  able  to  gratify  that  humour  and 
I  do.     It's  my  whim.     But  —  now  look  there." 

He  pointed  to  where  Dot  was  sitting,  thoughtfully,  before 

the  fire  ;  leaning  her  dimpled  chin  upon  her  hand,  and  watching  j 
the  bright  blaze.     The  Carrier  looked  at  her,  and  then  at  him,  jj 
and  then  at  her,  and  then  at  him  again. 

" She  honours  and  obeys,  no  doubt,  you  know,"  said  Taeklt-  . 
ton;  "and  that,  as  I  am  not  a  man  of  sentiment,  is  quite  jj 
enough  for  me.  But  do  you  think  there's  anything  more  '■ 
in  it?" 

"  I  think,"  observed  the  Camer,  "  that  I  should  chuck  any 
man  out  of  window,  who  said  there  wasn't."  1 1 

"  Exactly  so,"  returned  the  other  with  an  unusual  alacrity  | 
of  assent.     "  To  be  sure  !     Doubtless  you  would.     Of  course. 
I'm  certain  of  it.     Good  night.     Pleasant  dreams  !  " 

The  good  Carrier  was  puzzled,  and  made  uncomfortable  and 

uncertain,  in  spite  of  himself.  He  couldn't  help  showing  it, in  his  manner. 

"  Good  night,  raj  dear  friend  ! "  said  Tackleton,  compassion- 
ately. -'I'm  off.  We're  exactly  aUke,  in  reality,  I  see.  You 

won't  give  us  to-morrow  evening  ?  Well !  Next  day  you  go 
out  visiting,  I  know.  I'U  meet  you  there,  and  bring  my  wife 
that  is  to  be.  It'll  do  her  good.  You're  agreeable  \  Thank'ee. 
What's  that ! " 

It  was  a  loud  cry  from  the  Carrier's  wife ;  a  loud,  sharp, 
sudden  cry,  that  made  the  room  ring,  like  a  glass  vessel.  She 
had  risen  from  her  seat,  and  stood  like  one  transfixed  by  terror  1 
and  surprise.  The  Stranger  had  advanced  towards  the  fire  to 
warm  himself,  and  stood  within  a  short  stride  of  her  chair. 
But  quite  still. 

"Dot!"  cried  the  Carrier.  "Mary!  Darling!  What's 
the  matter  ? " 

I' 



THE   CRICKET  OX   THE   HEARTH  119 

They  were  all  about  her  in  a  moment.  Caleb,  who  had  been 

dozing  on  the  cake-box,  in  the  first  imperfect  recovery  of  his 
suspended  presence  of  mind  seized  Miss  Slowboy  by  the  hair  of 
her  head,  but  immediately  apologized. 

"  Mar}' !  "  exclaimed  the  Carrier,  supporting  her  in  his  arms. 
"  Are  you  ill !     What  is  it  ?     Tell  me,  dear  ! " 

She  only  answered  by  beating  her  hands  together,  and  falling 
into  a  wild  fit  of  laughter.  Then,  sinking  from  his  grasp  upon 
the  ground,  she  covered  her  face  with  her  apron,  and  wept  bit- 

terly. And  then  she  laughed  again,  and  then  slie  cried  again ; 
and  then,  she  said  how  cold  it  was,  and  suffered  him  to  lead 
jier  to  the  fire,  where  she  sat  down  as  before.  The  old  man 

.-tanding,  as  before  ;  quite  still. 

"I'm  better,  John,"  she  said.  "I'm  quite  well  now  — 
I   " 

"  John  ! "  But  John  was  on  the  other  side  of  her.  Why 
turn  her  face  towarcls  the  strange  old  gentleman,  as  if  address- 

ing him  !     Was  her  brain  wandering  1 

"  Only  a  fancy,  John  dear  —  a  kind  of  shock  — a  something 
coming  suddenly  before  my  eyes  —  I  don't  know  what  it  was. 
It's  quite  gone  ;  quite  gone." 

"  I'm  glad  it's  gone,"  muttered  Tackleton,  turning  the  ex- 
pressive eye  all  round  the  room.  "  I  wonder  where  it's  gone, 

land  what  it  was.  Humph !  Caleb,  come  heie !  Who's  that 
with  the  gray  hair  ?  " 

"  I  don't  know.  Sir,"  returned  Caleb  in  a  whisper.  "  Never 
see  him  before,  in  all  my  life.  A  beautiful  fi^'^ure  for  a  nut- 

ci-acker;  quite  a  new  model.  W^ith  a  screw  jaw  opening  down 
into  his  waistcoat,  he'd  be  lovely." 

"  Not  ugly  enougli,"  said  Tackleton. 
"  Or  for  a  fireliox,  either,"  observed  Caleb,  in  deep  contem- 

plation, "  what  a  model !  Unscrew  his  head  td  put  tiie  matches 
in ;  turn  him  heels  up'ards  for  the  light ;  and  what  a  firebox 
for  a  gentleman's  mantel-shelf,  just  as  he  stands  ! " 
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''Not  half  ugly  euough,"  said  Tackletou.  "  Xothing  in  him 
at  all.     Come  !     Briug  that  box  !     All  right  now,  I  hope  ? " 

"  Oh,  quite  gone  !  Quite  gone  ! "  said  the  little  woman,  wav- 
ing him  hurriedly  away.      "  Good  night !  " 

"Good  night,"  said  Tackleton.  "Good  night,  John  Peery« 
bingle  !  Take  care  how  you  cany  that  box,  Caleb.  Let  it 

fall,  and  I'll  murder  you  !  Dark  as  pitch,  and  weather  worse 
'than  ever,  eh  ?     Good  night !  " 

So,  with  another  sharp  look  round  the  room,  he  went  out  at 

the  door ;  followed  by  Caleb  with  the  wedding-cake  on  his 
head. 

The  Carrier  had  been  so  much  astounded  by  his  little  Mife, 
and  so  busily  engaged  in  soothing  and  tending  her,  that  he 

had  scarcely  been  conscious  of  the  Stranger's  presence,  until 
now,  when  he  again  stood  there,  their  only  guest. 

"  He  don't  belong  to  them,  you  see,"  said  John.  "  I  mus j 
give  him  a  hint  to  go." 

"I  beg  your  pardon,  friend,"  said  the  old  gentleman,  ad- 
vancing to  him ;  "  the  more  so,  as  I  fear  your  wife  has  not 

been  well ;  but  the  Attendant  whom  my  infirmity,"  he  touched 
his  ears  and  shook  his  head,  "  renders  almost  indispensable,  not 
having  arrived,  I  fear  there  must  be  some  mistake.  The  bad 
night  which  made  the  shelter  of  your  comfortable  cart  (may  I 
never  have  a  worse !)  so  acceptable,  is  still  as  bad  as  ever. 

Would  you,  in  your  kindness,  suffer  me  to  rent  a  bed  here  1 " 
"Yes,  yes,"  cried  Dot.     "  Yes  !     Certainly  !  " 
"  Oh  ! "  said  the  Canier,  surprised  by  the  rapidity  of  thiis 

consent.  "  Well !  I  don't  object ;  but  still  I'm  not  quite  sure 
that   » 

"  Hush  ! "  she  interrupted.     "  Dear  John  1  '* 
"  Why,  he's  stone  deaf,"  urged  John. 
"  I  know  he  is,  but  —  Yes,  Sir,  certainly.  Yes !  certainly  \ 

ril  make  him  up  a  bed,  directly,  John." 
As  she  hurried  off  to  do  it,  the  flutter  of  her  spirits,  and  tlie 
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agitation  of  her  manner,  werft  so  strange,  tliat  the  Carrier  stood 
looking  after  her,  quite  confounded. 

"  Did  its  mothers  make  it  up  a  Beds  then  !  "  cried  Miss  Slow- 
boy  to  tlie  Baby ;  "  and  did  its  hair  grow  brown  and  curly, 
when  its  caps  was  lifted  off",  and  frighten  it,  a  precious  Pets,  a 
■sitting  by  the  fires  !  " 

With  that  vmaccountable  attraction  of  the  mind  to  trifles, 
which  is  often  incidental  to  a  state  of  doubt  and  confusion,  the 
Carrier,  as  he  walked  slowly  to  and  fro,  found  himself  mentally 
repeating  even  these  absurd  words,  many  times.  So  many 
times  that  he  got  them  by  heart,  and  was  still  conning  them 
over  and  over,  like  a  lesson,  when  Tilly,  after  administering  as 
much  friction  to  the  little  bald  head  with  her  hand  as  she 

tliought  wholesome  (according  to  the  practice  of  nurses),  had 

once  more  tied  the  Baby's  cap  on. 
"  And  frightened  it  a  precious  Pets,  a  sitting  by  the  fire. 

What  frightened  Dot,  I  wonder ! "  mused  the  Carrier,  pacing to  and  fro. 

He  scouted,  fi'om  his  heart,  the  insinuations  of  the  Toy-mer- 
chant, and  yet  they  filled  him  with  a  vague,  indefinite  uneasi- 

ness ;  for  Tackleton  was  quick  and  sly  ;  and  he  had  that  painful 
sense,  himself,  of  being  a  man  of  slow  perception,  that  a  broken 

hint  was  always  worr}'ing  to  him.  He  certainly  had  no  inten- 
tion in  his  mind  of  linking  anything  that  Tackleton  had  said, 

with  the  unusual  conduct  of  his  wife  ;  but  the  two  subjects  of 
reflection  came  into  his  mind  together,  and  he  could  not  keep 
them  asunder. 

The  bed  was  soon  made  ready ;  and  the  visitor,  declining  all 
refreshment  but  a  cup  of  tea,  retired.  Then  Dot :  quite  well 
again,  she  said  :  quite  well  again  :  arranged  the  great  chair  in 

the  chimnej'-corner  for  her  husband;  filled  his  pipe  and  gave 
it  him;  and  took  her  usual  little  stool  beside  him  on  the 
hearth. 

She  always  wovld  sit  on  that  little  stool  j  I  think  she  must 
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have  had  a  kind  of  notion  that  it  was  a  coaxing,  wheedlmg 
little  stool. 

She  was,  out  and  out,  the  very  best  filler  of  a  pipe,  I  should 
oay,  in  the  four  quarters  of  the  globe.  To  see  her  put  that 
chubby  little  finger  in  the  bowl,  and  then  blow  down  the  pipe 
to  clear  the  tube ;  and,  when  she  had  done  so,  affect  to  think 
that  there  was  really  something  in  the  tube,  and  blow  a  dozen 
times,  and  hold  it  to  her  eye  like  a  telescope,  Avith  a  most 
provoking  twist  in  her  capital  little  face,  as  she  looked  down  it ; 
was  quite  a  brilliant  thing.  As  to  the  tobacco,  she  was  perfect 
mistress  of  the  subject ;  and  her  lighting  of  the  pipe,  with  a 

wisp  of  paper,  when  the  Carrier  had  it  in  his  mouth  —  going 
so  very  near  his  nose,  and  yet  not  scorching  it  —  was  Art; 
high  Art,  Sir. 

And  the  Cricket  and  the  Kettle,  turning  up  again,  acknowl- 
edged it !  Tlie  bright  fire,  blazing  up  again,  acknowledged  it ! 

The  little  Mower  ou  the  clock,  in  his  unheeded  work,  acknowl- 
edged it !  The  Carrier,  in  his  smoothing  forehead  and  expand- 

ing face,  acknowledged  it,  the  readiest  of  all. 
And  as  he  soberly  and  thoughtfully  puffed  at  his  old  pipe ;. 

and  as  the  Dutch  clock  ticked ;  and  as  the  red  fire  gleamed ; 
and  as  the  Cricket  chirped ;  that  Genius  of  his  Hearth  and 
Home  (for  such  the  Cricket  Avas)  came  out,  in  fairy  shape,  into 
the  room,  and  summoned  many  forms  of  Home  about  him. 
Dots  of  all  ages,  and  all  sizes,  filled  the  cli  amber.  Dots  who 
were  merry  children,  running  on  before  him,  gathering  flowers, 
in  the  fields  ;  coy  Dots,  half  shrinking  from,  half  yielding  to, 
the  pleading  of  his  own  rough  image ;  newly-married  Dots, 
alighting  at  the  door,  and  taking  wondering  possession  of  the 
household  keys ;  motherly  little  Dots,  attended  by  fictitious 
Slowboys,  bearing  babies  to  be  christened;  matronly  Dots, 
still  young  and  blooming,  watching  Dots  of  daughters,  as  they 
danced  at  rustic  balls  ;  fat  Dots,  encircled  and  beset  by  troops 
of  rosy  grand-children  ;  withered  Dots,  who  leaned  on   sticks. 
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aud  tottered  as  they  crept  along.  Old  Carriers  too,  appeared, 
with  blind  old  Boxers  lying  at  their  feet ;  aud  newer  carts  with 

younger  diivei"s  ("  Peer}'biugle  Brothers  "  ou  the  tilt) ;  and  sick 
old  Carriers,  tended  by  the  gentlest  hands  ;  and  graves  of  dead 
and  gone  old  Carriers,  green  in  the  churchyard.  And  as  the 

Cricket  showed  him  all  these  things  —  he  saw  them  plainly, 

though  his  eyen  were  fixed  upon  the  fire  —  the  Carrier's  heart 
grew  light  and  happy,  and  he  thanked  his  Household  Gods 
with  all  his  might,  aud  cared  no  more  for  Gruff  and  Tackletcn 
than  you  do. 

But  what  was  that  young  figure  of  a  man,  which  the  same 
Fairy  Cricket  set  so  near  Her  stool,  and  which  remained  there, 
singly  and  alone  1  Why  did  it  linger  stiU,  so  near  her,  with  its 

arm  upon  the  chimney-piece,  ever  repeating  "  Married !  and 
not  to  me  !  " 

Oh  Dot !  Oh  failing  Dot !  There  is  no  place  for  it  in  all 

your  husband's  visions;  why  has  its  shadow  fallen  on  his hearth  I 
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Caleb  Pltjmmer  and  bis  Blind  Daughter  lived  all  alone  by 

themselves,  as    the  Story-books  say  —  and  my  blessing,  with] 
yours  to  back  it  I  hope,  on  the  Story-books,  for  saying  anything ' 
in   this   woikad;iy  world!  —  Caleb   Piummer   and   his   Blind' 
Daughter  lived  all  alone  by  themselves,  in  a  little  cracked  nut- 

shell of  a  wooden  house,  which  was,  in  truth,  no  better  than] 
a  pimple  on  the  prominent  red-brick  nose  of  Gruff  and  Tackle- 
ton.     The  premises  of  Gruff  and  Tackleton  were  the  great  fea  |. 
ture  of  tlie  street;  but  you  might  have  knocked  down  Caleb 

Plummer's  dwelling  with  a  hammer  or  two,  and  carried  off  the' 
pieces  m  a  cart. 

If  any  one  had  done  the  dwelling-house  of  Caleb  Piummer 
the  honour  to  miss  it  after  such  an  inroad,  it  would  have  been, 
no  doubt,  to  commend  its  demolition  as  a  vast  improvement. 
It  stuck  to  the  premises  of  Gruff  and  Tackleton,  like  a  baniacle 

to  a  ship's  keel,  or  a  snail  to  a  door,  or  a  little  bunch  of  toad- 
stools to  the  stem  of  a  tree.  But  it  was  the  germ  from  whicli  J 

the  fuU-fia-owu  trunk  of  Gruff  and  Tackleton  had  spnmg ;  and  ̂ 
under  its  crazy  roof,  the  Gruff  before  last  had,  in  a  small  way, 
made  toys  for  a  generation  of  old  boys  and  girls,  who  had 
played  with  them,  and  found  them  out,  and  broken  them,  and 
gone  to  sleep. 

I  have  said  Miat  Caleb  and  his  poor  Blind  Daughter  lived 
here ;  I  should  have  said  that  Caleb  lived  here,  and  his  poorl 
Blind   Daughter   somewhere  else ;  in   an   enchanted  home  of! 

Caleb's   furnishing,  where   scarcity  and  shabbiness  were  not,p 
and  trouble  never  entered.     Caleb  was  no  sorcerer,  but  in  thai* 124  I 
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Qly  magic  axt  that  still  remains  to  us  :  the  magic  of  devoted, 
eathless  love :  Nature  had  been  the  mistress  of  his  study ; 
nd  from  her  teaching,  all  the  wonder  came.  i 

The  Blind  Girl  never  knew  that  ceilings  were  discoloured;! 
'■alls  blotched  and  bare  of  jjlaster  here  and  there  ;  high  crevices 
ustopped  and  widening  every  day ;  beams  mouldering  and 
mdiug  downward.  The  Blind  Girl  never  knew  that  iron  was 
usting,  wood  rotting,  paper  peeling  off;  the  very  size,  and 
hape,  and  true  proportion  cf  the  dwelling,  withering  away, 

'he  Blind  Girl  never  knew  that  ugly  shapes  of  delf  and  earthen- 
ware were  on  the  board ;  that  sorrow  and  faintheartedness  were 

1  the  house ;  that  Caleb's  scanty  hairs  were  turning  grayer  and 
lore  gray,  before  her  sightless  face.  The  Blind  Girl  never 
uiew  they  had  a  master,  cold,  exacting,  and  uninterested: 
.ever  knew  that  Tackleton  was  Tackleton  in  short ;  but  lived 
Q  the  belief  of  an  eccentric  humourist  who  loved  to  have  his 

est  with  them  ;  and  who  while  he  was  the  Guardian  Angel  of 
heir  lives,  disdained  to  hear  one  word  of  tliankfulness. 

And  all  was  Caleb's  doing ;  all  the  doing  of  her  simple  father ! 
3ut  he  too  had  a  Cricket  on  his  Hearth ;  and  listening  sadly 
0  its  music  wlien  the  motherless  Blind  Child  was  very  young, 
hat  Spirit  had  inspired  him  with  the  thought  that  even  her 
Teat  deprivation  might  be  almost  changed  into  a  blessing,  and 
he  girl  made  happy  by  these  little  means.  For  all  the  Cricket 
Tribe  are  potent  Spirits,  even  though  the  people  who  hold  con- 

'erse  with  them  do  not  know  it  (which  is  frequently  the  case) ; 
md  there  are  not  in  the  Unseen  World,  Voices  more  gentle  and 
nore  true ;  that  may  be  so  implicitly  relied  on,  or  that  are  so 
^rtain  to  give  none  but  tenderest  counsel ;  as  the  Voices  in 

jyhich  the  Spirits  of  the  Fireside  and  the  Hearth  address  them- 
jelves  to  human  kind. 

Caleb  and  his  daughter  were  at  work  together  in  their  usual 
(rorking-roora,  which  served  thera  for  their  ordinary  living-room 
la  well;  and  a  strange  place  it  was.     There  were  houses  in 
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it,  finished  and  unfinished,  for  Dolls  of  all  stations  in  lif< 
Suburoan  tenements  for  Dolls  of  moderate  means ;  kitchens  an 
single  apartments  for  Dolls  of  the  lower  classes ;  capital  tow 
residences  for  Dolls  of  high  estate.  Some  of  these  establish 
ments  were  already  furnished  according  to  estimate,  with, 
view  to  the  convenience  of  Dolls  of  limited  income ;  ether 
could  be  fitted  on  the  most  expensive  scale,  at  a  moment 
notice,  from  whole  shelves  of  chairs  and  tables,  sofas,  bedstead? 
and  upholstery.  The  nobility  and  gentry  and  public  in  genera 
for  whose  accominoilation  these  tenements  were  designed,  lay 
here  and  there,  in  baskets,  staring  straight  up  at  the  ceiling 
but  in  denoting  their  degrees  in  society,  and  confining  them  t 
their  respective  stations  (which  experience  shows  to  be  lamenta 
bly  ditficult  in  real  life),  the  makers  of  these  Dolls  had  fa 
improved  on  Nature,  who  is  often  fro  ward  and  perverse ;  fo 

they,  not  resting  on  such  arbitrary  marks  as  satin,  cotton-prinl|" 
-and  bits  of  rag,  had  superadded  striking  personal  diflFerence| ' 
which  allowed  of  no  mistake.  Thus,  the  Doll-lady  of  Distinc, 
tion  had  wax  hmbs  of  perfect  symmetry ;  but  only  she  and  he 
compeers ;  the  next  grade  in  the  social  scale  being  made  o 
leather  ;  and  the  next  of  coarse  linen  stuff.  As  to  the  common 

people,  they  had  just  so  many  matches  out  of  tinder-boxes  fo| 
their  arms  and  legs,  and  there  they  were  —  estabhshed  in  thei^ 
sphere  at  once,  beyond  the  possibility  of  getting  out  of  it. 

There  were  various  otlier  samples  of  his  handicraft,  beside 

Dolls,  in  Caleb  Plummer's  room.  There  were  Noah's  Ai'ks,  h 
which  the  Birds  and  Beasts  were  an  uncommonly  tight  fit, 
assure  you  ;  though  they  could  be  crammed  in,  anyhow,  at  th 
roof,  and  rattled  and  shaken  into  the  smallest  compass.  By 

bold  poetical  license,  most  of  these  Noah's  Arks  had  knocker' on  the  doors  ;  mconsistent  appendages  perhaps,  as  suggestiv 
of  morning  callers  and  a  Postman,  yet  a  pleasant  finish  to  tli 
outside  of  the  building.  There  were  scores  of  melancholy  littl 
carts  which,  when   the   wheels  went  round,  performed   mos 



THE  CHICKEr  OX   THE   HEARTH  127 

>leful  music.  Many  small  fiddles,  drums,  and  other  instru- 
cuts  of  torture  ;  no  end  of  cannon,  shields,  swords,  spears, 
id  jruns.  There  were  little  tumblers  in  red  breeches,  rnces- 
mtly  swarming  up  high  obstacles  of  red-tape,  and  coming 
)wu,  head  first,  on  the  other  side ;  and  there  were  innumerable 
d  gentlemen  of  respectable,  not  to  say  venerable  appearance, 

isiiuely  flying  over  horizontal  pegs,  inserted,  for  the  pui-pose, 
I  their  own  street  doors.  There  were  beasts  of  all  sorts  ; 
orses,  in  particular,  of  every  breed,  from  the  spotted  barrel  on 
lur  pegs,  with  a  small  tippet  for  a  mane,  to  the  thoroughbred 
)cker  on  his  highest  mettle.  As  it  would  have  been  hard  to 
)unt  the  dozens  upon  dozens  of  grotesque  figures  that  were 

>'er  ready  to  commit  all  sorts  of  absurdities  on  the  turning  of 
handle ;  so  it  wouk'  haTe  been  no  easy  task  to  mention  any 
uinau  folly,  vice,  or  weakness,  that  had  not  its  type,  imme- 
late  or  remote,  in  Caleb  Plummer's  room.  And  not  in  an 
caggerated  form  ;  for  verj-  little  handles  will  move  men  and 
omen  to  as>  strange  performances,  as  any  Toy  was  ever  made 
)  undertake. 

In  the  midst  of  all  these  objects,  Caleb  and  his  daughter  sat 

:  work.  The  Blind  Girl  busy  as  a  Doll's  dressmaker ;  Caleb 
linting  and  glazing  the  four-pair  front  of  a  desirable  family 
.ansion. 

The  care  imprinted  in  the  lines  of  Caleb's  face,  and  his 
osorbed  an-o  dreamy  manner,  Avhich  would  have  sat  well  on 
)me  alchemist  or  abstruse  student,  were  at  fii'st  sight  an  odd 
mtrast  to  his  occupation,  aud  the  trivialities  about  him.  But 
ivial  things,  invented  and  pursued  for  bread,  become  veiy 
;rious  matters  of  fact ;  and,  apart  from  this  consideration,  I 
m  not  at  all  prepared  to  say,  myself,  that  if  Caleb  had  been  a 

lOrd  Chamberlain, °  or  a  Member  of  Parliament,  or  a  lawyer, 
r  even  a  great  speculator,  he  would  have  dealt  in  toys  one 

'hit  less  whimsical ;  while  I  have  a  very  great  doubt  whethei 
ley  would  have  been  as  harmless. 
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"  So  you  were  out  i'li  the  rain  last  night,  father,  in  youi 
beautiful,  new,  great-coat,"  said  Caleb's  daughter. 

"  In  my  beautiful  new  great-coat,"  answered  Caleb,  glancing" 
towards  a  clothes-line  in  the  room,  on  which  the  sack-clotb 
garment  previously  described,  was  carefully  hung  up  to  dry.       . 

"  How  glad  I  am  you  bought  it,  father  !  " 
"  And  of  such  a  tailor,  too,"  said  Caleb.     "  Quite  a  fashion-? 

able  tailor.     It's  too  good  for  me." 
The  Blind  Girl  rested  from   her  work,  and   laughed   with' l( 

delight,  "  Too  good,  father  !     What  can  be  too  good  for  you  ? ' . 
"  I'm  half  ashamed  to  wear  it  though,"  said  Caleb,  watchino 

tlie  effect  of  what  he  said,  upon  her  brightening  flice ;  "  upon 
xny  word.     When  I  hear  the  boys  and  people  say  behind  me. 

a  sweU ! '  I  don't  know  which  way  to  iook<  • '  Halloa  !     Here's  a  sweU  ! '  I  don't  know  which  way 
And  when  the  beggar  wouldn't  go  away  last  night :  and,  wheu 
I  said  I  was  a  very  common  man,  said  'No,  your  Honour  I ■ 
Bless  your  Honour,  don't  say  that ! '  I  was  quite  ashamed.     Ij^ 
really  felt  as  if  I  hailn't  a  right  w  wear  it." 

Happy  Blind  Girl !     How  meiTy  she  was,  in  her  exultation 

"  I    see   you,   father,"  she   said,   clasping   her   hands,    '*  a 
plainly,  as  if  I  had  the  eyes  I  never  want  when  you  are  with  \ 

me.     A  blue  coat   " 

«'  Bright  blue,"  said  Caleb.  ' 
"  Yes,  yes  !     Bright  blue  !  "  exclaimed  the  girl,  turning  up  ̂ 

her  radiant  face ;  "  the   colour   I  can  just   remember  in  tho 
blessed  sky  !     You  told  me  it  was  blue  before  !     A  bright  blue 

coat   " 

11 •*  Made  loose  to  the  figure,"  suggested  Caleb. 
"  Yes  !  Loose  to  the  figure  !  "  cried  the  Blind  Girl,  laughing 

heartily  ;  "  and  in  it  you,  dear  father,  with  vour  merr>'  eve, 
your  smiling  face,  your  free  step,  and  your  dark  hair :  looking| 

so  young  and  handsome  !  " 
"Halloa!  Halloa!"  said  Caleb.  "I  shall  be  /a!n.  pre* 

sntly." 
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•'  1  think  you  are,  already,"  cried  the  Blind  Girl,  pointing  at 
im,  in  her  glee.  "  I  know  you,  father  !  Ha  ha  ha !  I've 
luiid  you  out,  you  see  !  " 
How  different  the  picture  in  her  mind,  from  Caleb,  as  he  sat 

bserving  her !  She  had  spoken  of  his  free  step.  She  was 
ght  in  that.  For  years  and  years,  he  never  once  had  crossed 
lat  threshold  at  his  own  slow  pace,  but  with  a  footfall  counter- 
.'ited  for  her  ear ;  and  never  had  he,  when  his  heart  was 
eaviest,  forgotten  the  light  tread  that  was  to  render  hers  so 
iieerful  and  courageous  ! 

Heaven  knows  !  But  I  think  Caleb's  vague  bewilderment  of 
lanner  may  have  half  originated  in  his  having  confused  him- 
3lf  about  himself  and  eveiything  around  him,  for  the  love  of 
is  Blind  Daughter.  How  could  the  little  man  be  otherwise 
hau  bewildered,  after  labouring  for  io  many  years  to  destroj 
is  own  identity,  and  that  of  all  the  objects  that  had  any 
earing  on  it ! 

"  There  we  are,"  said  Caleb,  falling  back  a  pace  or  two  to 
Drm  the  better  judgment  of  his  work ;  "  as  near  the  real  thing 
s  sixpenn'orth  of  halfpence  is  to  sixpence.  What  a  pity  that 
he  whole  front  of  the  house  opens  at  once  !  If  there  was  only 
staircase  in  it  now,  and  regular  doors  to  the  rooms  to  go  in 

t !  But  that's  the  worst  of  my  calling,  I'm  always  deluding 
Qyself,  and  swindUng  myself." 
"You  are  speaking  quite  softly.    You  are  not  tired,  father?" 
''Tired,"  echoed  Caleb,  with  a  great  burst  of  animation, 
what  should  tire  me,  Bertha?  /  was  never  tired.  What 

loes  it  mean  ?  " 
To  give  the  greater  force  to  his  words,  he  checked  himself  in 

m  involuntary  imitation  of  two  half-length  stretching  and 
'awning  figures  on  the  mantel-shelf,  who  were  represented  as  in 
•ne  eternal  state  of  weariness  from  the  waist  upwards ;  and 

mmmed  a  fragment  of  a  song.  It  was  a  Bacchanahan°  song, 
:omething  about  a  Sparkling  Bowl ;  and  he  sang  it  with  au 
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assumption  of  a   Devil-may-care  voice,  that  made  his  face 
thousand  times  more  meagre  and  more  thoughtful  than  evert 

"  What !  You're  singing,  are  you  ? "  said  Tackleton,  putting 
his  head  in,  at  the  door.     "  Go  it !  /  can't  sing." 

jSTobody  would  have  suspected  him  of  it.  He  hadn't  what  is! 
generally  termed  a  singing  face,  by  any  means. 

"  I  can't  afford  to  sing,"  said  Tackleton.  "  I'm  glad  you  can 
I  hope  you  can  afford  to  work  too.  Hardly  time  for  both,  ]j 
should  think  ? " 

"  If  j'ou  could  only  see  him.  Bertha,  how  he's  winking  at; 
me  !  "  whispered  Caleb.  "  Such  a  man  to  joke  !  you'd  think,  if 
you  didn't  know  him,  lie  was  in  earnest  —  wouldn't  you  now?' 

The  Blind  Girl  smiled,  and  nodded. 

"•The  bird  that  can  sing  and  won't  sing,  must  be  made  tc 
sing,  they  say,"  grumbled  Tackleton.  "  What  about  the  ow 
that  can't  sing,  and  oughtn't  to  sing,  and  will  sing ;  is  there 
anything  that  he  should  be  made  to  do  1 " 

"  The  extent  to  which  he's  winking  at  this  moment ! "  whis 
pered  Caleb  to  his  daughter.     "  Oh,  my  gracious  !  " 

"  Always  meriy  and  light-hearted  with  us  ! "  cried  the  smil 
ing  Bertha. 

"  Oh,  vou're  there,  are  you  ? "  answered  Tackleton.  ''  Pool 

Idiot!"  
" He  really  did  believe  she  was  an  Idiot ;  and  he  founded  the 

belief,  I  can't  say  whether  consciously  or  not,  upon  lier  bein^ tond  of  him. 

"  Well !  and  being  there,  how  are  you  ? "  said  Tackleton ;  Id 
'ais  grudging  way. 

"  Oh !  well ;  quite  well.  And  as  happy  as  even  you  can 
wish  me  to  be.  As  happy  as  you  would  make  the  whole  world, 

if  you  could  ! " 
"  Poor  Idiot ! "  muttered  Tackleton.  "  Xo  gleam  of  reason.; 

Not  a  gleam  !  " 
The  Blind  Girl  took  his  hand  and  kissed  it ;  held  it  for  a 
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a  noinent  in  her  own  two  hands ;  and  laid  her  cheek  against  it 
:eudcrly,  before  releasing.  There  was  such  unspeakable  affec- 
:ion  and  such  fervent  gratitude  in  the  act,  that  Tackleton  him- 
jelf  was  moved  to  say,  in  a  milder  growl  than  usual :  — 

"  What's  the  matter  now?  " 
"  I  stood  it  close  beside  my  pillow  when  I  went  to  sleep  last 

aiglit,  and  remembered  it  in  my  dreams.  And  when  the  day 

I  broke,  and  the  glorious  red  sun  —  the  red  sun,  father?" 
''  Red  in  the  mornings  and  the  evenings,  Bertha,"  said  poor 

Caleb,  with  a  woeful  glance  at  his  employer. 

"  When  it  rose,  and  the  bright  light  I  almost  fear  to  strike 
myself  against  in  walking,  came  into  the  room,  I  turned  the 
Sttle  tree  towards  it,  and  blessed  Heaven  for  making  things  so 

0  precious,  and  blessed  you  for  sending  them  to  cheer  me  !  " 
"  Bedlam  broke  loose !  "  said  Tackleton  under  his  breath. 

"  We  shall  arrive  at  the  strait-waistcoat  and  mufflers  soon. 

We're  getting  on  !  " 
Caleb,  with  his  hands  hooked  loosely  in  each  other,  stared 

racantly  before  him  while  his  daughter  spoke,  as  if  he  really 
were  uncertain  (I  believe  he  was)  whether  Tackleton  had  done 
inything  to  deserve  her  thanks,  or  not.  If  he  could  have  been 
\  perfectly  free  agent,  at  that  moment,  required,  on  pain  of 
ieath,  to  kick  the  Toy-merchant,  or  fall  at  his  feet,  according 
to  his  merits,  I  believe  it  would  have  been  an  even  chance  which 
course  he  would  have  taken.  Yet  Caleb  knew  that  with  his 

Dwn  hands  he  had  brought  the  little  rose-tree  home  for  her,  so 
carefully  ;  and  that  with  his  own  lips  he  had  forged  the  inno 
3ent  deception  which  should  help  to  keep  her  from  suspecting 
how  much,  how  very  much,  he  every  day  denied  himself,  that 
she  might  be  the  happier. 

"Bertha!"  said  Tackleton,  assuming,  for  the  nonce,  a  little 
cordiality.     "  Come  here." 

"  Oh  !  I  can  come  straight  to  you  !  You  needn't  ̂ .ide  me  !* 
she  rejoined. 
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"  Shall  I  tell  you  a  secret,  Bertha  1 " 
"  If  you  will  I  "  she  answered,  eagerly. 
How  bright  the  darkened  face !  How  adorned  with  light^ 

the  listening  head  ! 

"  This  is  the  day  on  which  little  what's-her-name,  the  spoilt 
child ;  Peerybingle's  wife  ;  pays  her  regular  visit  to  you  — 
makes  her  fantastic  Pic-Nic  here;  an't  it?"  said  Tackleton, 
with  a  strong  expression  of  distaste  for  the  whole  concern. 

"  Yes,"  replied  Bertha.     "  This  is  the  day." 
"  I  thought  so  ! "  said  Tackleton.  "  I  should  like  to  join 

the  party." 
"  Do  you  hear  that,  father !  "  cried  the  Blind  Girl  in  an 
ecstasy.  j, 

"  Yes,  yes,  I  h-^^r  it,"  murmured  Caleb,  with  the  fixed  look 
of  a  sleep-walker  ;  "  but  I  don't   believe  it.     Ifs  one  of  myj. 
lies,  I've  no  doubt."  \ 

"  You  see  I  —  I  want  to  bring  the  Peerybingles  a  little  more  I  ^ 
into  company  with  May  Fielding,"  said  Tackleton.       "I  am 
going  to  be  married  to  May." 

"  MaiTied  !  "  cried  the  Blind  Girl,  starting  from  him. 
"  She's  such  a  con-founded  Idiot,"  muttered  Tackleton,  "  that 

I  was  afraid  she'd  never  comprehend  me.  Ah,  Bertha  !  Mar- 
ried !  Church,  parson,  clerk,  beadle,  glass-coach,  bells,  break- 
fast, bride-cake,  favours,  marrow-bones,  cleavers,  and  all  the 

rest  of  the  tomfoolery.  A  wedding,  you  know  ;  a  wedding. 

Don't  you  know  what  a  wedding  is  ? " 
"  I  know,"  replied  the  BUnd  Girl,  in  a  gentle  cone.  "  I 

understand !  " 
"Do  j-ou?"   muttered  Tackleton.     "It's  more  vhan  I  ex- 

pected.    Well !    On  that  account  I  want  to  join  the  party,  and  I 

to  bring  May  and  her  mother.     I'll  send  in  a  little  something  ; 
or  other,  before  the  afternoon.     A  cold  leg  of  mutton,  or  some 

comfortable  trifle  of  that  sort.     You'll  expect  me  ? " 
"  Yes,"  she  answered. 
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She  had  drooped  her  head,  and  turned  away ;  and  so  stood, 
dth  he:  hands  crossed,  musing. 

'I  don't  think  you  will,"  muttered  Tackleton,  looking  at 
ler ;  "  for  you  seem  to  have  forgotten  all  about  it,  already. 
:aleb ! " 

"  I  may  venture  to  say  I'm  here,  I  suppose,"  thought  Caleb, 
'  Sir !  " 

"  Take  care  she  don't  forget  what  I've  been  saying  to  her." 
"  She  never  forgets,"  returned  Caleb.  "  It's  one  of  the  few 

hings  she  an't  clever  in." 
"  Every  man  thinks  his  own  geese  swans,"  observed  the 

Toy-merchant,  with  a  shrug.     "  Poor  devil ! " 
Having  delivered  himself  of  which  remark,  with  infinite  con- 

;empt,  old  Gruff  and  Tackleton  withdrew. 
Bertha  remained  where  he  had  left  her,  lost  in  meditation. 

The  gayety  had  vanished  from  her  downcast  face,  and  it  was 
rery  sad.  Three  or  four  times,  she  shook  her  head,  as  if 

Dewailing  some  remembrance  or  some  loss  -.  but  her  sorrowful 
reflections  found  no  vent  in  words. 

It  was  not  untii  Caleb  had  been  occupied,  some  time,  in  yok- 
ng  a  team  of  horses  to  a  wagon  by  the  summary  process  of 
lailing  the  harness  to  the  vital  parts  of  their  bodies,  that  she 
bew  near  to  his  working-stool,  and  sitting  down  beside  him, 
aid :  — 

"  Father,  I  am  lonely  in  the  dark.  I  want  my  eyes :  my 
patient,  willing  eyes." 

"  Here  they  are,"  said  Caleb.  "  Always  ready.  They  are 
nore  yours  than  mine.  Bertha,  any  hour  in  the  four  and  twenty. 

VVTiat  shaU  your  eyes  do  for  you,  dear  ? " 
■'  Look  round  the  room,  father." 
"All  right,"  said  Caleb.  "No  sooner  said  than  done, 

Bertha." 
"  TeD  me  about  it." 

**  It's  much  the  same  as  usual,"  said  Caldb.     "  Homelyj  but 



134  THE  CRICKET  ON  THE  HEARTa. 

very  suug.     The  gay  colours  on  the  walls ;  the  bright  flrwera 
on  the  plates  and  dishes;    the  shining  wood,  where  there  are  J. 
beams  or  panels ;  the  general  cheerfulness  and  neatness  of  the! 

building  ;  make  it  very  pretty."  f 
Cheei'ful  and  neat  it  was  wherever  Bertha's  hands  could  busy  f 

themselves.  But  nowhere  else  were  cheerfulness  and  neatness j^ 

possible,  in  the  old  crazy  shed  which  Caleb's  fancy  sgI 
transformed.  f 

"  You  have  your  working  dress  on,  and  are  not  so  gallant  as 
when  you  wear  the  handsome  coat  1 "  said  Bertha,  touching 
him. 

"  Not  quite  so  gallant,"  answered  Caleb.  "  Pretty  brisk 

though." 
"  Father,"  said  the  Blind  Girl,  drawing  close  to  his  side,  andi, 

stealing  one  arm  round  his  neck.  "  Tell  me  something  aboutr 
May.     She  is  very  fair  ?  "  ' 

"  She  is   indeed,"  said  Caleb.     And   she   was   indeed.     Itf 
was  quite  a  rare  thing  to  Caleb,  not  to  have  to  draw  on  hi:  , 
i-  111 invention. 

"  Her  hair  is  dark,"  said  Bertha,  pensively,  "darker  that" 

mine.  Her  voice  is  sweet  and  musical,  I  know.  I  have  ofteB" 
loved  to  hear  it.     Her  shape   " 

"  There's  not  a  Doll's  in  all  the  room  equal  to  it,"  said  Caleb.}' 
"  And  her  eyes  !   " 

He  stopped  ;  for  Bertha  had  drawn  cIosct  round  his  neck  ,^ 
and  from  the  arm  that   clvuig   about   him,  came   a  warnin; 
pressure  which  he  understood  too  well. 

He  coughed  a  moment,  hammered  for  a  moment,  and  the: 
fell  back  upon  the  song  about  the  Sparkling  Bowl :  his  infallible] 
resource  in  all  such  difficulties. 

'•*  Our  friend,  father  ',  our  benefactor.  I  am  never  tired,  you^ 
Know,  of  hearing  about  him.  —  Now  was  I,  ever  ? "  she  said^ 

hastily.  ^' 
"  Of  course  not,"  answered  Caleb.     "  And  with  reason.**        f 
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'•  Ah  !  With  how  roucli  reason  !  "  cried  the  Bhnd  GirL 

v\'ith  such  fervency,  that  Caleb,  though  his  motives  were  so 
)ure,  could  not  endure  to  meet  her  face;  but  dropped  his  eyes  . 

IS  if  she  could  have  read  in  them  his  innocent  deceit.  "*  \ 
"  Then  tell  me  again  about  him,  dear  father,"  said  Bertha. 

*  Many  times  again  !  His  face  is  benevolent,  kind,  and  tender, 
lonest  and  true,  I  am  sure  it  is.  The  manly  heart  that  tries 
.0  cloak  all  favours  with  a  show  of  roughness  and  unwillingness, 

jeats  in  its  every  look  and  glance." 
"And  makes  it  noble,"  added  Caleb  in  his  quiet  desperation. 
"  And  makes  it  noble  ! "  cried  the  Blind  Girl.  "  He  is  older 

;han  May,  father." 
"  Ye-es,"  said  Caleb,  reluctantly.  "  He's  a  little  older  than 

May.     But  that  don't  signify." 
"  Oh  fatlier,  yes  !  To  be  his  patient  companion  in  infirmity 

md  age ;  to  be  his  gentle  nurse  in  sickness,  and  his  constant 
riend  in  suftering  and  sorrow ;  to  know  no  weariness  in  work- 
ng  for  his  sake ;  to  watch  him,  tend  him ;  sit  beside  his  bed 
md  talk  to  him,  awake ;  and  pray  for  him  asleep ;  what 
)rivileges  these  would  be !  What  opportunities  for  proving 
11  her  truth  and  devotion  to  him  !  Would  she  do  all  this,  dear 

ather?" 
"  No  doubt  of  it,"  said  Caleb. 
"I  love  her,  father;  I  can  love  her  from  my  soul!"  ex- 

Jaimed  the  Blind  Girl.  And  saying  so,  she  laid  her  poor  blind 

ace  on  Caleb's  shoulder,  and  so  wept  and  wept,  that  he  was 
dmost  Sony  to  have  brought  that  tearful  happiness  upon  her. 

In  the  meantime,  there  had  been  a  pretty  sharp  commotion 

it  John  Peeiybingle's ;  for  little  I\Irs.  Peeiybingle  naturally 
!culin't  thmk  ol  going  anywhere  without  the  Baby  ;  and  to  get 
;he  Baby  under  weigh,  took  time.  Not  that  there  was  much 
)f  the  Baby  :  speaking  of  it  as  a  thing  of  weight  and  measure  : 
)nt  there  was  a  vast  deal  to  do  about  and  abouc  it,  and  it  al) 
]ad  to  be  done  by  easy  stages.     For  instance  :  when  the  Bab> 



136  TH?'   CRICKET  OIT  THE  HEARTH 

was  get,  by  hot.ic  and  by  crook,  to  a  certain  point  of  dressing,' 
and  you  might  have  rationally  -supposed  that  another  touch  oi^ 
two  Wv.^ld  finish  him  off,  and  turn  him  out  a  tip-top  Baby  chal- 

lenging the  world,  he  was  unexpectedly  extinguished  in  a  flannel'' 
cap,  and  hustled  off  to  bed ;  where  he  simmered  (so  to  speak)^ 
between  two  blankets  for  the  best  part  of  an  hour.  From  thi^'' 
state  of  inaction  he  was  then  recalled,  shining  very  much  and 

roaring  violently,  to  partake  of — well!  I  would  rather  say,' "^ 

if  you'll  permit  me  to  speak  generally  —  of  a  slight  repast.*' 
After  which,  he  went  to  sleep  again.  Mrs.  Peerybingle  tooki 
advantage  of  this  interval,  to  make  herself  as  smart  in  a  smallf 

ray  as  ever  you  saw  anybody  in  all  your  life  ;  and,  during  theT' 
jirae  short  truce.  Miss  Slowboy  insinuated  herself  into  a  spenceil 
f  a  fashion  so  surprising  and  ingenious,  that  it  had  no  con-f 
action  with  herself,  or  anything  else  in  the  universe,  but  wad" 
a  shrunken,  dog's-eared,  independent  fact,  pursuing  its  lonely  r 
course  without  the  least  regard  to  anybody.  By  this  time,  thiil 
Baby,  being  all  alive  again,  was  invested,  by  the  united  effort^f 

of  Mrs.  Peerybing'ft  and  Miss  Slowboy,  with  a  cream-coloured! 
mantle  for  its  body,  and  a  sort  of  nankeen  raised-pie  for  it^| 
head  ',  and  so  in  course  of  time  they  all  three  got  down  to  the 
door,  where  the  old  horse  had  already  taken  more  than  the  fuUr 

value  0^  his  day's  toll  out  of  the  Turnpike  Trust,"  by  tearing 
up  the  road  with  his  impatient  autographs  —  and  whence'' 
Boxer  might  be  dimly  seen  in  the  remote  perspective,  standing f 

looking  back,  and  tempting  him  to  come  on  without  orders.  ' 
As  to  a  chair,  or  anything  of  that  kind  for  helping  Mrs  Y 

Peerybingle  into  the  cart^  j^ou  know  very  little  of  John,  I  flatter  f 

myself,  if  you  think  that  was  necessary.  Before  you  could ;' 
have  seen  him  lift  her  from  the  ground,  there  she  was  in  her  i^ 
place,  fresh  and  rosy,  saying,  "  John  1  How  CAN  you  !  Think  i 
of  Tilly !  "  ' 

If  I  might  be  allowed  to  mention  a  young  lady's  legs,  on  any 
terms,  I  would  observe  of  Miss  Slowboy's  that  there  was  a ' 
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attility  about  them  which  rendered  them  singiilarly  liable  to  be 

:razed ;  and  that  she  never  eft'ected  the  smallest  ascent  o? 
lecent,  without  recording  the  circumstance  upon  them  with  a 
lotch,  as  Robinson  Crusoe  marked  the  days  uj^on  his  wooden 

alenclar.  But  as  this  might  be  considered,  ungenteel,  I'll  think if  it. 

•'  John  ?  You've  got  the  basket  with  the  Veal  and  Ham- 
'ie  and  things  ;  and  the  bottles  of  Beer  ?"  said  Dot.  "  If  you 
laven't,  you  must  turn  round  again,  this  very  minute." 
"You're  a  nice  little  article,"  returned  the  Carrier,  "to  be 

■alking  about  turning  roimd,  after  keeping  me  a  full  quarter  of 

in  hour  behind  my  time." 
"I  am  sorry  for  it,  John,"  said  Dot  in  a  great  bustle,  "but 

really  could  nut  think  of  going  to  Bertha's  —  I  would  not  do 
t,  John,  on  any  account  —  without  the  Veal  and  Ham-Pie  and 

■hings,  and  the  buttles  of  Beer.     Way  ! " 
Thi?  monosyllable  was  addressed  to  the  horse,  who  didn't uiud  it  at  all. 

"  Oh  do  way,  John  ! "  said  Mrs.  Peerybingle.     "  Please  !  " 
"It'll  be  time  enough  to  do  that,"  returned  John,  "when  I 

Degin  to  leave  things  behind  me.  The  basket's  here,  safe 
mough." 

"  What  a  hard-hearted  monster  you  must  be,  John,  not  to 
lave  said  so,  at  once,  and  save  me  such  a  turn  !  I  declared  I 

vouldn't  go  to  Bertha's  without  the  Veal  and  Ham-Pie  and 
:hiugs,  and  the  bottles  of  Beer,  for  any  money.  Regularly  once 
I  fortnight  ever  since  we  have  been  married,  John,  have  we 
made  our  little  Pic-Nic  there.  If  anything  was  to  go  wrong 
with  it,  I  should  almost  think  we  were  never  to  be  lucky 

again." 
"It  was  a  kind  thought  in  the  first  instance,''  said  the 

Carrier;  "and  i  honour  you  for  it,  little  woman." 
"  My  dear  John,"  replied  Dot,  turning  v^y  red.  "  Don't 

talk  about  honouring  me.     Good  Gracious  1 " 
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'  By  the  bye  —  "  observed  the  Carrier.  "  That  old  gentl* 

man,   " 
4gain  so  visibly,  and  instantly  embarrassed. 

"Hes  an  odd  fisli,"  said  the  Carrier,  looking  straight  along 
the  road  before  them.  "I  can't  make  him  out.  I  don't 

believe  there's  any  harm  in  him." 
"  None  at  all.     I'm  —  I'm  sure  there's  none  at  all." 
"  Yes  ? "  said  the  Carrier,  Avith  his  eyes  attracted  to  her  face 

by  the  great  earnestness  of  her  manner.  "  I  am  glad  you  feel 
so  certain  of  it,  because  it's  a  confirmation  to  me.  It's  curious 
that  he  should  have  talcen  it  into  his  head  to  ask  leave  to  go 

on  lodging  with  us  ;  aa't  it  ?    Things  come  about  so  strangely." 
"  So  very  strangely,"  she  rejoined  in  a  low  voice :  scarcely audible. 

"  However,  he's  a  gooil-natured  old  gentleman,"  said  John, 
*'and  pays  as  a  gentleman  aud  I  think  his  woril  is  to  be  relied 
upon,  like  a  gentleman's  I  had  quite  a  long  talk  with  him 
this  morning :  he  can  hear  me  better  already,  he  says,  as  he 
gets  more  used  to  my  voice.  He  told  me  a  great  deal  about 
himself,  and  I  told  him  a  good  deal  about  myself,  and  a  rare 
lot  of  questions  he  asked  me.  I  gave  him  information  about 
ray  having  two  beats,  you  know,  in  my  business  ;  one  day  to 
the  right  from  our  house  and  back  again ;  another  day  to  the 

left  from  o'lr  house  and  back  again  (for  he's  a  stranger  and 
don't  know  the  names  of  places  about  here)  ;  and  he  seemed 
quite  please  L  '  Why,  then  I  shall  be  returning  home  to-night 
your  way,'  he  says,  '  when  I  thought  you'd  be  coming  in  an 
exactly  opposite  direction.  That's  capital.  I  may  trouble  you 
for  another  lift  perhaps,  but  I'll  engage  not  to  fall  so  sound 
asleep  again.'  He  loas  sound  asleep,  sure-ly  !  —  Dot !  what  are 
you  thinking  of?" 

"Thinking  of,  John?     1  —  I  was  listening  to  you." 
"  Oh  !  That's  all  right !  "  said  the  honest  Carrier.  "  I  was 

afraid,  from  the  look  of  your  fjice,  that  1  had  gone  rambling  oj 
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H)  long,  as  to  set  you  thinking  about  something  else.  I  was 

/eiy  near  it,  I'll  be  bound." 
Dot  making  no  reply,  they  jogged  on,  for  some  little  time,  in 

lilence.  But  it  was  not  easy  to  remain  silent  very  long  in  John 

Peerybingle's  cart,  for  everybody  on  the  road  had  something  to 
>ay ;  though  it  might  only  be  "  How  are  you  !  "  and  indeed  it 
ivas  very  often  nothing  else,  still,  to  give  that  back  again  in 
;he  right  spirit  of  cordiality,  required,  not  merely  a  nod  and  a 
smile,  but  as  wholesome  an  action  of  the  lungs  withal,  as  a 

ong-winded  Parliamentary  speech.  Sometimes,  passengers  on 
bot,  or  horseback,  plodded  on  a  little  way  beside  the  cart,  for 
;he  express  purpose  of  having  a  chat ;  and  then  there  was  a 
jreat  deal  to  be  said,  on  both  sides. 

Then,  Boxer  gave  occasion  to  more  good-natured  recognitions 
)f  and  by  the  Carrier,  than  half-a-dozen  Chi'istians  could  have 
lone  !  Everybody  knew  him,  all  along  the  road  —  especially 
;he  fowls  and  pigs,  who  when  they  saw  him  approaching,  with 
lis  body  all  on  one  side,  and  his  ears  pricked  up  inquisitively, 
ind  that  knob  of  a  tad  making  the  most  of  itself  in  the  air, 
mmediately  withdrew  into  remote  back  settlements,  without 

waiting  for  the  honour  of  a  nearer  acquaintance.  He  had  busi- 
less  evenjTwhere ;  going  down  all  the  turnings,  looking  into  all 
,he  wells,  bolting  in  and  out  of  all  the  cottages,  dashing  into 
.he  midst  of  all  the  Dame-Schools,  fluttering  all  the  pigeons, 
nagnifying  the  tails  of  all  the  cats,  and  trotting  into  the  public- 
louses  like  a  reguLir  customer.  Wherever  he  went,  somebody 

^r  other  might  have  been  heard  to  cry,  "  Halloa !  Here's 
Boxer ! "  and  out  came  that  somebody  forthwith,  accompanied 
Dy  at  least  two  or  three  other  somebodies,  to  give  John  Peery- 
jingle  and  his  pretty  wife,  Good  Day. 

The  packages  and  parcels  for  the  errand  cart,  were  numer- 
ms ;  and  there  were  many  stoppages  to  take  them  in  and  give 
;hem  out ;  which  were  not  by  any  means  the  worst  parts  of  the 
ourney.     Some  people  were  so  full  of  expectation  about  theiT 
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parcels,  and  othei'  people  were  so  full  of  wouder  about  *&«if 
parcels,  and  other  people  were  so  fidl  of  inexhaustible  directions 
ibout  tlieir  parcels,  and  John  had  such  a  lively  interest  in  all 
the  parcels,  that  it  was  as  good  as  a  play.  Likewise,  there 
were  articles  to  carry,  which  required  to  be  considered  and  di* 
cussed,  and  in  reference  to  the  adjustment  and  disposition  of 
which,  councUs  had  to  be  holden  by  the  Carrier  and  th* 
senders :  at  which  Boxer  usually  assisted,  in  short  fits  of  the 
closest  attention,  and  long  fits  of  tearing  round  and  roun^ 
the  assembled  sages  and  barking  himself  hoarse.  Of  all  thes» 
little  incidents.  Dot  was  the  amused  and  open-eyed  spectatresn 
from  her  chair  in  the  cart ;  and  as  she  sat  there,  looking  on :  ̂  
charming  little  portrait  framed  to  admiration  by  the  tilt :  ther^ 
was  no  lack  of  nudgings  and  glancings  and  whispenugs  an<£ 

envyings  among  the  j'ounger  men,  I  promise  you.  And  thiai 
delighted  John  the  Carrier,  beyond  measure ;  for  he  was  proud 

to  have  his  little  wife  admired ;  knowing  that  she  didn't  min<3 
it  —  that,  if  anything,  she  rather  liked  it  perhaps. 

The  trip  was  a  little  foggy,  to  be  sure,  in  the  January 
weather;  and  was  raw  and  cold.  But  who  cared  for  such 

trifles?  !N'ot  Dot,  decidedly.  jSTot  Tilly  Slowboy,  for  she deemed  sitting  in  a  cart,  on  any  terms,  to  be  the  highest  point 
©f  human  joys ;  the  crowning  circumstance  of  earthly  hopes. 

Not  the  Baby,  I'll  be  sworn ;  for  it's  not  in  Baby  nature  to  be 
warmer  or  more  sound  asleep,  though  its  capacity  is  great  iu 
both  respects,  than  that  blessed  young  Peerybingle  was,  all  thel 
way. 

You  couldn't  see  very  far  in  the  fog,  of  course ;  but  you  couldj 
see  a  great  deal,  oh  a  gi-eat  deal !  It's  astonishing  how  much  you! 
may  see,  in  a  thicker  fog  than  that,  if  you  will  only  take  tha! 
trouble  to  look  for  it.  Why,  even  to  sit  watching  for  the  Fairy-i 
rings  in  the  fields,  and  for  the  patches  of  hoar-frost  still  lingering 
in  the  shade,  near  hedges  and  by  trees,  was  a  pleasant  occupa* 
tion :  to  make  no  mention  of  the  unexpected  shapes  in  whicli 
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ihe  trees  themselves  came  starting  out  of  the  mist,  and  glided 
into  it  again.  The  hedges  Avere  tangled  and  bare,  and  waved  a 
multitude  of  blighted  garlands  in  the  wind ;  but  there  was  no 
discouragement  in  this.  It  was  agreeable  to  contemplate ;  for 
it  made  the  fireside  warmer  in  possession,  and  the  summer 
greener  in  expectancy.  The  river  looked  chilly ;  but  it  was  in 
motion,  and  moving  at  a  good  pace ;  which  was  a  great  point. 
The  canal  was  rather  slow  and  torpid ;  that  must  be  admitted. 
Never  mind.  It  would  freeze  the  sooner  when  the  frost  set 

fairly  in,  and  then  there  would  be  skating,  and  shding;  and 
the  heavy  old  barges,  frozen  up  somewhere,  near  a  wharf, 

would  smoke  their  rusty  iron  chimney-pipes  all  day,  and  have 
a  lazy  time  of  it. 

In  one  place,  there  was  a  great  mound  of  weeds  or  stubble 
burning ;  and  they  watched  the  fire,  so  white  in  the  day  time, 
flaring  through  the  fog,  with  only  here  and  there  a  dash  of  red 

in  it,  until,  in  consequence  as  she  observed  of  the  smoke  "getting 
up  her  nose,"  Miss  Slowboy  choked  —  she  could  do  anything  of 
tiiat  sort,  on  the  smallest  provocation  —  and  woke  the  Baby,  who 

woiddn't  go  to  sleep  again.  But  Boxer,  who  was  in  advance 
some  quarter  of  a  mile  or  so,  had  already  passed  the  outposts  of 
the  town,  and  gained  the  corner  of  the  street  where  Caleb  and 
his  daughter  lived ;  and  long  before  they  reached  the  door,  ha 
and  the  Blind  Girl  were  on  the  pavement  waiting  to  receive 
them. 

Boxer,  by  the  way,  made  certain  delicate  distinctions  of  his 
own,  in  his  communication  with  Bertha,  which  persuade  me  fully 
that  he  knew  her  to  be  blind.  He  never  sought  to  attract  hei 
attention  by  looking  at  her,  as  he  often  did  with  other  people, 
but  touched  her,  invariably.  What  experience  he  could  ever 

have  had  of  blind  people  or  blind  dogs,  I  don't  know.  He  had 
never  lived  with  a  blind  master ;  nor  had  Mr.  Boxer  the  elder, 
nor  Mrs.  Boxer,  nor  any  of  his  respectable  family  on  either  side, 
ever  been  visited  with  blindness,  that  I  am  aware  of.     He  maj 
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have  found  it  out  for  himself,  perhaps,  but  he  had  got  hold  of 
it  somehow ;  and  therefore  he  had  hold  of  Bertha  too,  by  the 
skirt,  and  kept  hold,  until  Mrs.  Peerybingle  and  the  Baby,  and 
Miss  Slowboy,  and  the  basket,  were  all  got  safely  within  doors. 

May  Fielding  was  abeady  come ;  and  so  was  her  mother —  a 
little  querulous  chip  of  an  old  lady  with  a  peevish  face,  who,  in 
right  of  having  preserved  a  waist  like  a  bedpost,  was  supposed 
to  be  a  most  transcendent  figure ;  and  who,  in  consequence  of 

having  once  been  better  off,  or  of  laboiu-ing  under  an  impressioa 
that  she  might  have  been,  if  something  had  happened  which 
never  did  happen,  and  seemed  to  have  never  been  particidarly 

likely  to  corae  to  pass  —  but  it's  all  the  same  —  was  very  genteel 
and  patronizing  indeed.  Gruff  and  Tackleton  was  also  there, 
doing  the  agreeable,  with  the  evident  sensation  of  being  as  per- 

fectly at  home,  and  as  unquestionably  in  his  own  element,  as  a 

fresh  young  salmon  on  the  top  of  the  Great  Pyramid." 
"  May  !  My  dear  old  friend  ! "  cried  Dot,  running  up  to  meei 

her.     "  What  a  happiness  to  see  you  ! " 
Her  old  friend  was,  to  the  full,  as  hearty  and  as  glad  as  she; 

and  it  really  was,  if  you'll  believe  me,  quite  a  pleasant  sight  to 
see  them  embrace.  Tackleton  was  a  man  of  taste  beyond  all 
question.     May  was  very  pretty. 

You  know  sometimes,  when  you  are  used  to  a  pretty  face,  how, 

•when  it  comes  into  contact  and  comparison  with  another  pretty 
face,  it  seems  for  the  moment  to  be  homely  and  fided,  and 
hardly  to  deserve  the  high  opinion  you  have  had  of  it.  Now, 

this  was  not  at  all  the  case,  either  with  Dot  or  ]May ;  for  May's 
face  set  off  Dot's,  and  Dot's  face  set  off  May's,  so  naturally  and 
agreeably,  that,  as  John  Peerybingle  was  very  near  saying  when 
he  came  into  the  room,  they  ought  to  have  been  born  sisters  — 
which  was  the  only  improvement  you  could  have  suggested. 

Tackleton  had  brought  his  leg  of  mutton,  ami,  wonderful  to 

relate,  a  tart  besides  —  but  we  don't  mind  a  little  dissipation 
when  our  brides  are  in  the  case ;  we  don't  get  married  every 
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day — and  in  addition  to  these  dainties,  there  were  the  Veal 

and  Hara-Pie,  and  "things,"  as  Mrs.  Peerybingle  called  them; 
which  were  chiefly  nuts  and  oranges,  and  cakes,  and  such  small 
deer.  When  the  repast  was  set  forth  on  the  board,  flanked  by 

Caleb's  contribution,  which  was  a  great  wooden  bowl  of  smok* 
ing  potatoes  (he  was  prohibited,  by  solemn  compact,  from 
producing  any  other  viands),  Tackleton  led  his  intended  mother- 
in-law  to  the  Post  of  Honour.  For  the  better  gracing  of  this 
place  at  the  high  Festival,  the  majestic  old  Soul  had  adorned 
herself  with  a  cap,  calculated  to  inspire  the  thoughtless  with 
sentiments  of  awe.  She  also  wore  her  gloves.  But  let  us  b« 
genteel,  or  die ! 

Caleb  sat  nexc  his  davxghter;  Dot  and  her  old  schoolfellow 
were  side  by  side ;  the  good  Carrier  took  care  of  the  bottom  of 
th«  table.  Miss  Slowboy  was  isolated,  for  the  time  being,  from 
every  article  of  furniture  but  the  chair  she  sat  on,  that  she  might 

liave  nothing  else  to  knock  the  Baby's  head  against. 
As  Tilly  stared  about  her  at  the  dolls  and  toys,  they  stared 

at  her  and  at  the  company.  The  venerable  old  gentlemen  at 
the  street  doors  (who  were  all  in  full  action)  showed  especial 
interest  in  the  party  :  pausing  occasionally  before  leaping,  as  if 
they  were  listening  to  the  conversation :  and  then  plunging 
•wildly  over  and  over,  a  great  many  times,  without  halting  for 
breath,  —  as  in  a  frantic  state  of  delight  with  the  whole  pro- 
ceedings. 

Certainly,  if  these  old  gentlemen  were  inclined  to  have  a 

fiendish  joy,  in  the  contemplation  of  Tackleton's  discomfiture, 
they  had  good  reason  to  be  satisfied.  Tackleton  couldn't  get  on 
at  all ;  and  the  more  cheerful  his  intended  bride  became  in  Dot's 
society,  the  less  he  Uked  it,  though  he  had  brought  them 
together  for  that  purpose.  For  he  was  a  regular  Dog  in  the 
Manger,  was  Tackleton ;  and  when  they  laughed,  and  he 

couldn't,  he  took  it  into  his  head,  immediately,  that  thqy  must 
be  lauoching  at  him. 
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"  Ah,  May  ! "  said  Dot.  "  Dear  dear,  what  changes  !  To 
talk  of  those  merry  school-days  makes  one  young  again." 

''  IVhy,  you  an't  particularly  old,  at  any  time,  are  you  ? "  said Tackleton. 

"  Look  at  my  sober  plodding  husband  there,"  returned  Dot. 
**  He  adds  twenty  years  to  my  age  at  least.    Don't  you,  John  1  '* 

*'  Forty,"  John  replied. 
*'  How  many  you'll  add  to  May's,  I'm  sure  I  don't  know," 

*aid  Dot,  laughing.  "  But  she  can't  be  much  less  than  a  hun- 
dred years  of  age  on  her  next  birthday." 

"  Ha  ha  ! "  laughed  Tackleton.  Hollow  as  a  drum,  that 
laugh  though.  And  he  looked  as  if  he  could  have  twisted  Dot's 
neck :  comfortably. 

"  Dear  dear  ! "  said  Dot.  *  Only  to  remember  how  we  use. 
to  talk,  at  school,  about  the  husbands  we  woi:ld  choose.  I 

don't  know  how  young,  and  how  handsome,  and  how  gay,  and 
how  lively,  mine  was  not  to  be !  And  as  to  May's  —  I  Ah, 
dear !  I  don't  know  whether  to  laugh  or  cry,  when  I  think 
what  silly  girls  we  were." 

May  seemed  to  know  which  to  do;  for  the  colour  flashed 
into  her  face,  and  tears  stood  in  her  eyes. 

"  Even  the  very  persons  themselves  —  real  live  young  men — ' 
>vere  fixed  on  sometimes,"  said  Dot.  "  We  little  thought  how 
\hings  would  come  about.  I  never  fixed  on  John  I'm  sure ;  I 
\ever  so  much  as  thought  of  him.  And  if  I  had  told  you,  you 

>ere  ever  to  be  married  to  Mr.  Tackleton,  why,  you'd  have 
•Rapped  me.     Wouldn't  you.  May  ? " 

Though  May  didn't  say  yes,  she  certainly  didn't  say  no,  or 
Express  no,  by  any  means. 
Tackleton  laughed  —  quite  shouted,  he  laughed  so  loud. 

Tohn  Peerybingle  laughed  too,  in  his  ordinary  good-natured 
\nd  contented  manner ;  but  his  was  a  mere  whisper  of  a  laugh, 
'\'  Tackleton's. 

••You  couldn't  help  yourselves,  for  all  that.     You  couldn't 
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resist  us,  you  see,"  said  Tackletoii.  "  Here  we  are !  Here  -^9 
are !     AVhere  are  your  gay  youug  bridegrooms  now  ! " 

"  Some  of  thein  are  dead,"  said  Dot ;  "  and  some  of  them  for- 
gotten. Some  of  them,  if  they  could  stand  among  us  at  this 

moment,  would  not  believe  we  were  the  same  creatures;  would 
not  believe  that  what  they  saw  and  heard  was  real,  and  we 
could  forget  them  so.  No !  they  would  not  believe  one  word 

of  it ! " 

"Wh}%  Dot  ! "  exclaimed  the  Carrier.     "  Little  woman ! " 
She  had  spoken  with  such  earnestness  and  fire,  that  she 

stood  in  need  of  some  recalling  to  herself,  without  doubt.  Her 

husband's  check  was  very  gentle,  for  he  merely  interfered,  as 
he  supposed,  to  shield  old  Tackletou ;  but  it  pit»ved  efiectual, 
for  she  stopped,  and  said  no  more.  There  was  an  uncommon 
agitation,  even  in  lier  silence,  which  the  wary  Tackleton,  who 
had  brouglit  his  half-shut  eye  to  bear  upon  her,  noted  closely ; 
and  remembered  to  some  purpose  too,  as  you  will  see. 

May  uttered  no  word,  good  or  bad,  but  sat  quite  still,  with 
her  eyes  cast  down  ;  and  made  no  sign  of  interest  in  what  had 
passed.  The  good  lady  her  mother  now  interposed  :  observing, 
in  the  first  instance,  that  girls  were  girls,  and  bygones  bygones, 
:ind  that  so  long  as  young  people  were  young  and  thoughtless, 
they  would  probably  conduct  themselves  like  young  and 
thoughtless  persons  :  with  two  or  three  other  positions  of  a  no 
less  sound  and  incontrovertible  character.  She  then  remarked,  in 

a.  devout  spirit,  that  she  thanked  Heaven  she  had  always  found 
in  her  daughter  May,  a  dutiful  and  obedient  child ;  for  which 
nhe  took  no  credit  to  herself,  though  she  had  every  reason  to 
believe  it  was  entirely  owing  to  herself.  With  regard  to  Mr. 
Tackleton  she  said.  That  he  was  in  a  moral  point  of  view  an 
undeniable  individual ;  and  That  he  was  in  an  eligible  point  of 
view  a  son-in-law  to  be  desired,  no  one  in  their  senses  could 
doubt.  (She  was  very  emphatic  here.)  With  regard  to  th« 

Jamily  into  which  he  was  so  '^r.on  about,  after  some  soli(i-*»'»Uon, 
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to  be  admitted,  she  believed  Mr.  Tackleton  knew  that,  although 

reduced  in  purse,  it  had  some  pret'^nsions  to  gentility ;  and  if 
certain  circumstances,  not  wholly  unconnected,  she  would  go  sc 
far  as  to  say,  with  the  Indigo  Trade,  but  to  which  she  would 
not  more  particularly  refer,  had  happened  differently,  it  might 
perhaps  have  been  in  possession  of  Wealth.  She  then  remarked 
that  she  would  not  allude  to  the  past,  and  would  not  mention 
that  her  daughter  had  for  some  time  rejected  the  suit  of  Mr. 

Tackleton  ;  and  that  she  would  not  say  a  gi'eiit  many  other 
things  which  she  did  say,  at  great  length.  Finally,  she  deliv- 

ered it  as  the  general  result  of  her  observation  and  experience, 
that  tho^e  marriages  in  which  there  was  least  of  what  was 
romantically  and  sillily  called  love,  were  always  the  happiest ; 
and  that  she  anticipated  the  greatest  possible  amount  of  blisa 
—  not  rapturous  bliss ;  but  the  solid,  steady-going  article  — 
from  the  approaching  nuptials.  She  concluded  by  informing 
the  company  that  to-morrow  was  the  day  she  had  lived  for, 
expressly ;  and  that  when  it  was  over,  she  would  desire  nothing 
better  than  to  be  packed  up  and  disposed  of,  in  any  genteel 
place  of  burial. 

As  these  remarks  were  quite  unanswerable :  which  is  the 
happy  property  of  all  remarks  that  are  sufficiently  wide  of  the 
purpose :  they  changed  the  current  of  the  conversation,  and 
diverted  the  general  attention  to  the  Veal  and  Ham-Pie,  the 
cold  mutton,  the  potatoes,  and  the  tart.  In  order  that  the 
bottled  beer  might  not  be  slighted,  John  Peerybingle  proposed 
To-morrow :  the  Wedding-Day ;  and  called  upon  them  to  drink 
ft  bumper  to  it,  before  he  proceeded  on  his  journey. 

For  you  ought  to  know  that  he  only  rested  there,  and  gave 
the  old  horse  a  bait.  He  had  to  go  some  four  or  five  miles 
farther  on  ;  and  when  he  returned  in  the  evening,  he  called  for 
Dot,  and  took  another  rest  on  his  v/ay  home.  Tliis  was  the 

order  of  the  day  on  all  the  Pic-Nic  occasions,  and  had  been,  evei 
since  their  institution. 
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There  were  two  persons  present,  beside  the  bride  and  bride- 
groom elect,  who  did  but  indifferent  honour  to  the  toast.  One 

of  these  was  Dot,  too  flushed  and  discomposed  to  adapt  herself 

to  any  small  occun-ence  of  the  moment ;  the  other,  Bertha,  who 
rose  up  hurriedly,  before  the  rest,  and  left  the  table. 

»  *'  Good  bye  ! "  said  stout  John  Peerybingle,  pulling  on  his 
dreadnought  coat.  "  I  shall  be  back  at  the  old  time.  Good 

bye  aU ! " 
"  Good  bye,  John,"  returned  Caleb. 
He  seemed  to  say  it  by  rote,  and  to  wave  his  hand  in  the 

same  unconscious  manner ;  for  he  stood  observing  Bertha  with 
an  anxious  wondering  face,  that  never  altered  its  expression. 

"  Good  bye,  young  shaver  !  "  said  the  jolly  Carrier,  bending 
down  to  kiss  the  child ;  which  Tilly  Slowboy,  now  intent  upon 
her  knife  and  fork,  had  deposited  asleep  (and  strange  to  say, 

without  damage)  in  a  little  cot  of  Bertha's  furnishing ;  "  good 

bye !  Time  will  come,  I  suppose,  when  you'W  turn  out  into the  cold,  my  little  friend,  and  leave  your  old  father  to  enjoy 

his  pipe  and  his  rheumatics  in  the  chimney-comer  j  eh ! 
Where's  Tioll" 

"  I'm  here,  John  ! "  she  said,  starting. 
"  Come,  come  ! "  returned  the  Carrier,  clapping  his  sounding 

hands.     "  Where's  the  pipe?" 
"  I  quite  forgot  the  pipe,  John." 
Forgot  the  pipe !  Was  such  a  wonder  ever  heard  of  I  She  1 

Forgot  the  pipe ! 

"  I'll  —  m  fill  it  directly.     It's  soon  done." 
But  it  was  not  so  soon  done,  eitlier.  It  lay  in  the  usual 

place ;  the  Carrier's  dreadnought  pocket ;  with  the  httle  pouchj her  own  work,  fiom  which  she  was  used  to  fill  it;  but  her 
hand  shook  so,  that  she  entangled  it  (and  yet  her  hand  waa 
iimall  enough  to  have  come  out  easily,  I  am  sure),  and  bungled 
.erribly.  The  filling  of  the  pipe  and  lighting  it ;  those  httle 
offices  in  which  I  hwe  commended  her  discretioi\.  if  you  w«"»t 
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lect;  were  vilely  done,  from  fii-st  to  last,  During  the  whok 
process,  Tackleton  stood  looking  on  maliciously  with  the  half- 
closed  eye ;  which,  whenever  it  met  hers  —  or  caught  it,  for  it 
can  hardly  be  said  to  have  ever  met  another  eye :  rather  being 
a  kind  ot  trap  to  snatch  it  up  —  augmented  her  confusion  in  a 
most  remarkable  degree. 

"  Why,  what  a  clumsy  Dot  you  are,  this  afternoon  I  '  said 
John.     "  I  could  have  done  it  better  myself,  I  verily  believe  ! " 

With  these  good-natured  words,  he  strode  away ;  and  pres- 
ently was  heard,  in  company  with  Boxer,  and  the  old  horse, 

And  the  cart,  making  lively  music  down  the  road.  What  time 

the  dreamy  Caleb  still  stood,  watching  his  Blind  Dauo-hter, 
with  the  same  expression  on  his  face. 

"  Bertha  !  "  said  Caleb,  softly.  "  What  has  happened  ?  How 
changed  you  are,  my  darling,  in  a  few  hours  —  since  this  morn- 

ing.    You  silent  and  dull  all  day !     What  is  it  ?     Tell  me ! " 
"  Oh  father,  father ! "  cried  tlie  Blind  Girl,  bursting  into 

tears.     "  Oh  my  hard,  hard  fate  ! " 
Caleb  drew  his  hand  across  his  eyes  before  he  answered  her. 

"But  think  how  cheerful  and  how  happy  you  have  been. 
Bertha  !     How  good,  and  how  much  loved,  by  many  people." 

"  That  strikes  me  to  the  heart,  dear  father  I  Always  so 
mindful  of  me  !     Always  so  kind  to  me  ! " 

Caleb  was  very  much  perplexed  to  understand  her. 

*'To  be  —  to  be  blind.  Bertha,  my  poor  dear,"  he  faltered. 
*'  is  a  great  affliction  ;  but   ■ " 

"  I  have  never  felt  it ! "  cried  the  Blind  Girl.  "  I  have  never 
felt  it,  in  its  fulness.  Never  !  I  have  sometimes  wished  that 
I  could  see  you,  or  could  see  him  ;  only  once,  dear  father ;  only 
for  one  little  minute ;  that  I  might  know  what  it  is  I  treasure 

up,"  she  laid  her  hands  upon  her  breast,  "  and  hold  here  !  That 
I  might  be  sure  I  have  it  right  I  And  sometimes  (but  then  I 
was  a  child)  I  nave  wept,  in  my  prayers  at  night,  to  think  that 
vrh&a.  your  images  ascended  from  my  heart  to  Heaven,  thej 



THE  ORICKET  OA    THE  HEARTH  149 

might  not  be  the  true  resemblance  of  yourselves.  But  I  have 
never  had  these  feelings  long.  They  have  passed  away  and 

left  me  tranquil  and  contented." 
"  And  they  will  again,"  said  Caleb. 
"  But  father  !  Oh  my  good,  gentle  father,  bear  with  me,  if 

I  am  wicked  !  "  said  the  Bliml  Girl.  "  This  is  not  the  sorrow 
that  so  weighs  me  dowu  !  " 

Her  father  could  not  choose  but  let  his  moist  eyes  overflow ; 
she  was  so  earnest  and  pathetic.  But  he  did  not  understand 
her,  yet. 

"  Bring  her  to  me,"  said  Bertha.  "  I  cannot  hold  it  closed 
and  shut  within  myself     Bring  her  to  me,  father ! " 

She  knew  he  hesitated,  and  said,  "  May.     Bring  May  ! " 
May  heard  the  mention  of  her  name,  and  coming  quietly 

towards  her,  touched  lier  on  the  arm.  The  Blind  Girl  turned 
immediately,  and  held  her  by  both  hands. 

"  Look  into  my  face.  Dear  heart.  Sweet  heart !  "  said  Bertha. 
*•  Read  it  with  your  beautiful  eyes,  and  tell  me  if  the  Truth  is 
written  on  it." 

"  Dear  Bertha,  Yes  ! " 
The  Blind  Girl  still,  upturning  the  blank  sightless  face,  down 

which  the  tears  were  coursing  fast,  addressed  her  in  these  words  : 

"  There  is  not,  in  my  Soid,  a  wish  or  thought  that  is  not 
for  your  good,  bright  May !  There  is  not,  in  my  Soul,  a  grate- 

ful recollection  stronger  than  the  deep  remembrance  which  is 
stored  there,  of  the  many  many  times  when,  in  the  full  pride 
of  Sight  and  Beauty,  you  have  had  consideration  for  Blind 
Bertha,  even  when  we  two  were  children,  or  when  Bertha  Avas 
as  much  a  child  as  ever  blindness  can  be !  Every  blessing  on 

3"our  head  !  Light  upon  j^our  happy  course  !  Not  the  less, 
my  dear  May ; "  and  she  drew  towards  her,  in  a  closer  grasp : 
"  not  the  less,  my  bird,  because,  to-day,  the  knowledge  that  you 
are  to  be  His  wife  has  wrung  my  heart  almost  to  breaking! 
Father,  May,  Mary !  oh  forgive  me  that  it  is  °o  Tjr  the  sako 
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of  all  he  has  done  to  relieve  the  weariness  of  ray  dark  life  :  and 
for  the  sake  of  the  belief  you  have  in  me,  when  I  call  Heaven 
to  \\itness  that  I  could  not  wish  him  married  to  a  wife  more, 

worthy  of  his  Goodness  !  " 
While  speaking,  she  had  released  May  Fielding's  hands,  and 

clasped  her  garments  in  an  attitude  of  mingled  supplication  and 
love.  Sinking  lower  and  lower  down,  as  she  proceeded  in  her 
strange  confession,  she  dropped  at  last  at  the  feet  of  her  friend, 
and  hid  her  blind  face  in  the  folds  of  her  dress. 

"  Great  Power  !  "  exclaimed  her  father,  smitten  at  one  blow 
with  the  truth,  "  have  I  deceived  her  from  her  cradle,  but  to 
break  her  heai't  at  last !  " 

It  was  well  for  all  of  them  that  Dot,  that  beaming,  useful, 
busy  little  Dot  —  for  such  she  was,  whatever  faults  she  had, 
and  however  you  may  learn  to  hate  her,  in  good  time. —  it  wai 
well  fo*"  all  of  tiiem,  I  say,  that  she  was  there :  or  where  thij 
would  have  ended,  it  were  hard  to  tell.  But  Dot,  recovering 
her  self-Dossession,  interposed,  before  May  could  reply,  or  Calefe 
say  ano^-her  word. 

"  Come  come,  dear  Bertha !  come  away  with  me  !  Give  her 
your  arm.  May.  So  !  How  composed  she  is,  you  see,  alread^y ; 

and  how  good  it  is  of  her  to  mind  us,"  said  the  cheerj'  little 
woman,  kissing  her  upon  the  forehead.  "  Come  awaj^,  dear 
Bertha !  Come !  and  here's  her  good  father  will  come  with 
he'" ;  won't  you,  Caleb  1     To  —  be  —  sure  !  " 

Well,  well !  she  was  a  noble  little  Dot  in  such  things,  and  it 
must  have  been  an  obdurate  nature  that  could  have  withstood 
her  influence.  When  she  had  got  poor  Caleb  and  his  Bertha 
away,  that  they  might  comfort  and  console  each  other,  as  she 
knew  they  only  could,  she  presently  came  bouncing  back,  — 
the  saying  is,  as  fresh  as  any  daisy  ;  /  say  fresher  —  to  mount 
guaixl  over  that  bridling  little  piece  of  consequence  in  the  cap 
and  gloves,  and  prevent  the  dear  old  creature  from  making 
discoveries. 
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*'  So  bring  me  the  precious  Baby,  Tilly,"  said  she,  drawing  a 
chair  to  the  fire;  "and  while  I  have  it  in  my  lap,  here's  Mrs. 
Fielding,  Tilly,  will  tell  me  all  about  the  management  of  Babies, 

and  put  me  right  in  twenty  points  where  I'm  as  wrong  as  can 
be.     Won't  you,  Mrs.  Fielding  1 " 

Not  even  the  Welsh  Giant,°  who  according  to  the  popular 
expression,  was  so  "  slow  "  as  to  perform  a  fatal  surgical  opera- 

tion upon  himself,  in  emulation  of  a  juggling-trick  achieved  by 
his  arch-enemy  at  breakfast-time ;  not  even  he  fell  half  so  readily 
into  the  Snare  prepared  for  him,  as  tlie  old  lady  did  into  this 
artful  Pitfall.  The  fact  of  Tackleton  having  walked  out ;  and 
furthermore,  of  two  or  three  people  having  been  talking  together 
at  a  distance,  for  two  minutes,  leaving  her  to  her  own  resources ; 
was  quite  enough  to  have  put  her  on  her  digiuty,  and  the  be- 
wailment  of  that  mysterious  convulsion  in  the  Indigo  Trade, 
for  four-and-twenty  hours.  But  this  becoming  deference  to  her 
experience,  on  the  part  of  the  young  mother,  was  so  irresistible, 
that  after  a  sliort  affectation  of  humility,  she  began  to  enlighten 
her  with  the  best  grace  in  the  world  ;  and  sitting  bolt  upright 
before  the  wickeii  Dot,  she  did,  in  half  an  hour,  deliver  more 
infallible  domestic  recipes  and  precepts,  than  would  (if  acted 
on)  have  utterly  destroyed  and  done  up  that  Young  Peerybingle, 
though  he  had  been  an  Infant  Samson. 

To  change  the  theme,  Dot  did  a  little  needlework  —  she  car- 
ried the  contents  of  a  whole  workbox  in  her  pocket ;  however 

she  contrived  it,  /don't  know  —  then  did  a  little  nursing; 
then  a  little  more  needlework  ;  then  had  a  little  wliispering  chat 
with  May,  while  the  old  lady  dozed ;  and  so  in  little  bits  of 
bustle,  which  was  quite  her  manner  always,  found  it  a  very 
short  afternoon.  Then,  as  it  grew  dark,  and  a=5  it  was  a  solemn 
part  of  this  Institution  of  the  Pic-Nic  that  she  shnidd  perform 

all  Bertha's  houseliold  tasks,  she  trimmed  the  fire,  and  swept 
the  hearth,  and  set  the  tea-board  out,  and  drew  the  curtain, 
and  lighted  a  candle.    Then,  she  played  an  air  or  two  on  a  rude 
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kind  of  harp,  which  Caleb  liad  contrived  for  Bertha ;  and  played 
them  very  well ;  for  Nature  had  made  her  delicate  little  ear  as 
choice  a  one  for  music  as  it  would  have  been  for  jewels,  if  she 
had  had  any  to  wear.  By  this  time  it  Avas  the  estabhshed  hour 
for  having  tea ;  and  Tackleton  caije  back  again,  to  share  the 
meal,  and  spend  the  evening. 

Caleb  and  Bertha  had  returned  some  time  before,  and  Caleb 

bad  sat  down  to  his  afternoon's  work.  But  he  couldn't  settle 
to  it,  poor  fellow,  being  anxious  and  remorseful  for  his  daughter. 
It  was  touching  to  see  him  sitting  idle  on  his  working-stool, 
regarding  her  so  wistfully ;  and  always  saying  in  his  face, 

*'  Have  I  deceived  her  from  her  cradle,  but  to  break  her  heart !  '* 
When  it  was  night,  and  tea  was  done,  and  Dot  had  nothing 

more  to  do  in  washing  up  the  cups  and  saucers ;  in  a  word  — 
for  I  must  come  to  it,  and  there  is  no  use  in  putting  it  off — • 

when  the  time  drew  nigh  for  expecting  the  Carrier's  return  in 
every  sound  of  distant  wheels  ;  her  manner  changed  again  ;  her 
colour  came  and  went ;  and  she  was  very  restless.  Not  as 
good  wives  are,  when  listening  for  their  husbands.  No,  no,  no. 
It  was  another  sort  of  restlessness  from  that. 

Wheels  heard.  A  horse's  feet.  The  barking  of  a  dog.  The 
gradual  approach  of  all  the  sounds.  The  scratching  paw  of 
Boxer  at  the  door  ! 

"  Whose  step  is  that !  "  cried  Bertha,  starting  up. 
"  Whose  step  ?  "  returned  the  Canier,  standing  in  the  portal, 

with  his  brown  face  ruddy  as  a  winter  berry  from  the  keen 

night  air.     "  Why,  mine." 
*'  The  other  step,"  said  Bertha.  "  The  man's  tread  behind 

you ! 
" 

"  She  is  not  to  be  deceived,"  observed  the  Carrier,  laughing. 
**  Come  along.  Sir.     You'll  be  welcome,  never  fear  ! " 

He  spoke  in  a  loud  tone ;  and  as  he  spoke,  the  deaf  old 
gentleman  entered. 

"  He*s  not  so  much  a  stranger,  that  you  haven't  seen  hiu) 
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once,  Caleb,"  said  the  Caixier.  "  You'll  give  him  nouse-rooin 
till  we  go  ? " 

"Oh,  surely,  John;  audtake  it  as  an  honour." 
''  He's  the  best  company  on  earth,  to  talk  secrets  in,"  said 

Johu.  "  I  have  reasonable  good  lungs,  but  he  tries  'em,  I  can 
tell  you.  Sit  down,  Sir.  All  friends  here,  and  glad  to  see 

you  ! " When  he  had  imparted  this  assurance,  in  a  voice  that  amply 
corroborated  what  he  had  said  about  his  lungs,  he  added  in  his 

natural  tone,  "  A  chair  in  tlie  chimney-comer,  and  leave  to  sit 
quite  silent  and  look  pleasantly  about  him,  is  all  he  cares  for. 

He's  easily  pleased." 
Bertha  had  been  listening  intently.  She  called  Caleb  to  her 

side,  when  he  had  set  the  chair,  and  asked  him,  in  a  low  voice, 

to  describe  their  visitor.  "When  he  had  done  so  (tndy  now  ̂  with  scrupulous  fidelity),  she  moved,  for  the  first  time  since 
he  had  come  in ;  and  sighed ;  and  seemed  to  have  no  further 
interest  concerning  him. 

The  Carrier  was  in  high  spirits,  good  fellow  that  he  was ; 
and  fonder  of  his  little  wife  than  ever. 

"  A  clumsy  Dot  she  was,  this  afternoon  ! "  he  said,  encirchng 
her  with  his  rough  arm,  as  she  stood,  removed  from  the  rest ; 

"  and  yet  I  like  her  somehow.     See  yonder.  Dot ! " 
He  pointed  to  the  old  man.  She  looked  down.  I  think  she 

trembled. 

"  He's  — ha  ha  ha  !  —  he's  full  of  admiration  for  you  ! "  said 
the  Carrier.  "Talked  of  nothing  else,  the  whole  way  here. 
Why,  he's  a  brave  old  boy.     I  like  him  for  it ! " 

"  I  ̂-ish  he  had  had  a  better  subject,  John  ; "  she  said,  with 
an  uneasy  glance  about  the  room ;  at  Tackleton  especially. 

"  A  better  subject !  "  cried  tlie  jovial  John.  "  There's  na 
such  thing.  Come  !  off  with  the  great-coat,  off  with  the  thick 
ehawl,  off  with  the  heavy  wrappers  !  and  a  cosy  half-hour  by 
the  fire  !     My  humble  service,  Mistress.     A  game  at  cribbage^ 
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you  and  I  ?     That's  hearty.     The  canls  and  board,  Dou     AnO 
a  glass  of  beer  here,  if  there's  any  left,  small  wife  ! " 

His  challenge  was  addressed  to  the  old  lady,  who  accepting 
it  with  gracious  readiness,  they  weia  soon  engaged  upon  the 
game.  At  first,  the  Carrier  looked  about  him  sometimes,  jvith 
a  smile,  or  now  and  then  called  Dot  to  peep  over  his  shoulder 
at  his  hand,  and  advise  him  on  some  knotty  point.  But  his 

adversary  being  a  rigid  disciplmarian,  and  subject  to  an  occa- 
sional weakness  in  respect  to  pegging  more  than  she  was  entitled 

to,  requireil  such  vigilance  on  his  part,  as  left  him  neither  eyes 
nor  ears  to  spare.  Thus,  his  whole  attention  gradually  became 
absorbed  upon  the  cards  ;  and  lie  thought  of  nothing  else,  until 
a  hand  upon  his  shoulder  restored  him  to  a  consciousness  of 
Tackleton. 

"  I  am  sorry  to  disturb  you  —  but  a  word,  directly." 
"  I'm  going  to  deal,"  returned  the  Carrier.     "  It's  a  crisis." 
"  It  is,"  said  Tackleton.     "  Come  here,  man  !  " 
There  was  that  in  his  pale  face  which  made  the  other  rise 

immediately,  and  ask  him,  in  a  hurry,  what  the  matter  was. 

"  Hush  !  John  Peerybingle,"  said  Tackleton.  "  I  am  sorry 
for  this.  I  am  indeed.  I  liave  been  afraid  of  it.  I  have  sus- 

pected it  from  the  first." 
"  What  is  it  ?  "  asked  the  Carrier,  with  a  frightened  aspect. 
"  Hush  !  I'll  show  you,  if  youll  come  with  me." 
The  Carrier  accompanied  him,  without  another  word.  They 

went  across  a  yard,  where  the  stars  Avere  shining ;  and  by  a 

liotle  side  door,  into  Tackleton's  own  counting-house,  where 
there  was  a  glass  window,  commanding  the  ware-room :  which 
was  closed  for  the  night.  There  was  no  light  in  the  counting- 
house  itself,  but  there  were  lamj^s  in  the  long  narrow  ware- 
room  ;  and  consequently  the  window  was  bright. 

"  A  moment !  "  said   Tackleton.      "  Can  you  bear  to  look 
through  that  window,  do  you  think  ?  " 

"  Why  not  ? "  returned  the  Carrier. 
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"A  moment  more,"  said  Tackleton.  "Don't  commit  any 
violence.  It's  of  no  use.  It's  dangerous  too.  You're  a  strong- 
mad:-  man ;  and  you  might  do  Murder  before  you  know  it." 

The  Carrier  looked  him  in  the  face,  and  recoiled  a  step  as  if 
he  had  been  struck.  In  one  stride  he  was  at  the  window,  and 
he  saw  — 

Oh  Shadow  on  the  Hearth !  Oh  truthful  Cricket !  Oh  per« 
fidious  Wife ! 

He  saw  her,  with  the  old  man ;  old  no  longer,  but  erect  and 
gallant :  bearing  in  his  hand  the  false  white  hair  that  had  won 
his  way  into  their  desolate  and  miserable  home.  He  saw  her 
listening  to  him,  as  he  beut  his  head  to  whisper  in  her  ear;  and 
suffering  him  to  clasp  her  round  the  waist,  as  they  moved  slowly 
down  the  dim  wooden  gallery  towards  the  door  by  which  they 
had  entered  it.  He  saw  them  stop,  and  saw  her  turn  — •  to 
have  the  face,  the  face  he  loved  so,  so  presented  to  his  view  !  — 
and  saw  her,  with  her  own  hands,  adjust  the  Lie  upon  his  head, 
laughing,  as  she  did  it,  at  his  unsuspicious  nature  ! 

He  clenched  his  strong  right  hand  at  first,  as  if  it  would  have 

beaten  do-wm  s.  lion.  But  opening  it  immediately  again,  he 
spread  it  out  before  the  eyes  of  Tackleton  (for  he  was  tender  of 
her,  even  then),  and  so,  as  they  passed  out,  fell  down  upon  a 
desk,  and  was  as  weak  as  any  infant. 

He  was  wrapped  up  to  the  chin,  and  busy  with  his  horse  and 
parcels,  when  she  came  into  the  room,  prepared  for  going  home. 

"  Now  John,  dear !  Good  night.  May !  Good  night, 
Bertha  !  " 

Coidd  she  kiss  them?  Could  she  be  blithe  and  cheerful 

in  her  parting?  Could  she  venture  to  reveal  her  face  to  them 
without  a  blush  ?  Yes.  Tackleton  observed  her  closely ;  and 
she  did  aU  this. 

TUly  was  hushing  the  baby ;  and  she  crossed  and  re-croesed 
Tackleton,  a  dozen  times,  repeating  drowsily :  — 

"  Did  the  knowledge  that  it  was  to  be  its  wifes,  then,  wring 
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its  hearts  almost  to  breaking ;  and  did  its  fathers  deceive  it  from 
its  cradles  but  ,o  break  its  hearts  at  last ! " 

"  Now  TWu  give  me  the  Baby,  Grood  night,  Mr.  Tackloton. 
Where's  John,  for  Goodness'  sake?" 

"  He's  going  to  walk,  beside  the  horse's  head,"  said  Tackleton  j 
who  help-id  her  to  her  seat. 
"My  learJohn.     Walk?     To-night?" 
TliP  muffled  figure  of  her  husband  made  a  hasty  sign  in  the 

affirmative  ;  and  the  false  stranger  and  the  Uttle  nurse  being  in 
their  places,  the  old  horse  moved  off.  Boxer,  the  unconscious 
Boxer,  running  on  before,  running  back,  running  round  and  round 
yie  cart,  and  barking  as  triumphantly  and  merrily  as  ever. 

When  Tackleton  had  g(uie  off  likewise,  escorting  May  and  hei 
■nether  home,  poor  Caleb  sat  down  by  the  fire  beside  his  daugh* 
ter  ;  anxious  and  remorseful  at  the  core  ;  and  still  saying  in  hia 

wistful  contemplation  of  her,  "  Have  I  deceived  her  from  her 
cradle,  but  to  break  her  heart  at  last ! " 

The  toys  that  had  been  set  in  motion  for  the  Baby,  had  all 
stopped  and  run  down,  long  ago.  In  the  faint  light  and  silence, 
the  imperturbably  calm  doUs ;  the  agitated  rocking-horses  with 
distended  eyes  and  nostrils ;  the  old  gentlemen  at  the  street 
doors,  standing,  half  doubled  up,  upon  their  failing  knees  and 
ankles  ;  the  wry-faced  nut-crackers  ;  the  very  Beasts  upon  their 
way  into  the  Ark,  in  twos,  like  a  Boarding-School  out  walking ; 
might  have  been  imagined  to  be  stricken  motioaless  with  fan- 

tastic wonder,  at  Dot  being  false,  or  Tackleton  beloved,  undei 
wny  combiuation  of  circumstances. 
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The  Dutch  clock  in  the  corner  struck  Ten,  when  the  Carriei 

sat  down  by  his  fireside,  So  troubled  and  grief-worn,  that  he 
seemed  to  scaie  the  Cuckoo,  who,  having  cut  his  ten  melodious 
announcements  as  short  as  possible,  plunged  back  into  the 
Moorish  Palace  again,  and  clapped  his  little  door  behind  him, 
as  if  the  unwonted  spectacle  were  too  much  for  his  feelings. 

If  the  little  Haymaker  had  been  armed  with  the  sharpest  of 

scythes,  and  had  cut  at  every  stroke  into  the  Carrier's  heart,  he 
never  could  have  gashed  and  wounded  it,  as  Dot  had  done. 

It  was  a  heart  so  full  of  love  for  her ;  so  bound  up  and  held 
together  by  mnumerable  threads  of  winning  remembrance,  spun 
from  the  daily  woiking  of  her  many  qualities  of  endearment ;  it 
was  a  heart  in  which  she  had  enshrined  herself  so  gently  and  so 
closely ;  a  heart  so  single  and  so  earnest  in  its  Truth :  so  strong 
in  right,  so  weak  in  wrong  :  that  it  could  cherish  neither  passion 
nor  revenge  at  first,  and  had  only  room  to  hold  the  broken  image 
of  its  IdoL 

But  slowly;  slowly  ;  as  the  Carrier  sat  brooding  on  his  hearth, 
now  cold  and  dark  ;  other  and  fiercer  thoughts  began  to  rise 
within  him,  as  an  angiy  wind  comes  rising  in  the  night.  The 
Stranger  was  beneath  his  outraged  roof.  Three  steps  would  take 
him  to  his  chamber-door.  One  blow  would  beat  it  in.  "You 

might  do  Murder  before  you  know  it,"  Tackleton  had  said.  How- 
could  it  be  Murder,  if  he  gave  the  Villain  time  to  grapple  with 
him  hand  to  hand  !     He  was  the  younger  man. 

It  was  an  ill-timed  thought,  bad  for  the  dark  mood  of  hia 
mind.     It  was  an  angry  thought,  goading  Mat  t©  some  aveng- 157 
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ing  act,  that  should  change  the  cheerful  house  iuto  a  haunted 
place  which  lonely  travellers  would  dread  to  pass  by  night ;  anc 
where  the  timid  would  see  shadows  struggling  in  the  ruined 
windows  when  the  naoon  was  dim,  and  hear  wild  noises  in  the 
stormy  weather. 

He  was  the  younger  man  !  Yes,  yes ;  some  lover  who  had 
won  the  heart  that  he  had  never  touched.  Some  lover  of  her 

sarly  choice  :  of  whom  she  had  thought  and  dreamed  :  for  whom 
she  had  pined  and  pined  :  when  he  had  fancied  her  so  happy  by 
his  side.     Oh  agony  to  think  of  it ! 

She  had  been  above  stairs  with  the  Baby,  getting  it  to  bed 
As  he  sat  brooding  on  the  hearth,  she  came  close  beside  him, 
without  his  knowledge  —  in  the  turning  of  the  rack  of  his  great 
misery,  he  lost  all  other  sounds  —  and  put  her  little  stool  at  his, 
feet.  He  only  knew  it,  when  he  felt  her  hand  upon  his  own, 
and  saw  her  looking  up  into  his  face. 

With  wonder  ?  No,  It  was  his  first  impression,  and  he  was 
fain  to  look  at  her  agaiu,  to  set  it  right.  No,  not  with  wonder, 

With  an  eager  and  inquiruig  '/ck:  but  not  with  wonder.  At 
first  it  was  alarmed  and  serious ;  then  it  changed  into  a  strange 
wild,  dreadful  smUe  of  recognition  of  his  thoughts ;  then  therei 
was  nothing  but  her  clasped  hands  on  her  brow,  and  her  bent 
head,  and  falling  hair. 

Though  the  power  of  Omnipotence  had  been  his  to  wield  at 
that  moment,  he  had  too  much  of  its  Diviner  property  of  Mercy 

in  his  breast,  to  have  turned  one  feather's  weight  of  it  against 
her.  But  he  could  not  bear  to  see  her  crouching  down  upon  the 
little  seat  where  he  had  often  looked  on  her,  with  love  and  pride, 
so  innocent  and  gay  :  and  when  she  rose  and  left  him,  sobbing 
as  she  went,  he  felt  it  a  relief  to  have  the  vacant  place  beside 
him  rather  than  her  so  long  cherished  presence.  This  in  itself 

was  anguif'\  keener  than  all :  reminding  him  how  desolate  he 
was  becom  v,  and  how  the  great  bond  of  his  life  was  rent  asunder. 

The  more  he  felt  this,  and  the  more  he  knew  he  could  have 
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better  "borne  to  see  her  lying  prematurely  dead  before  him  with their  little  child  upon  her  breast,  the  higher  and  the  stronger 
rose  his  w.ath  against  his  enemJ^  He  looked  about  him  for  a 
weapon. 

There  was  a  Gun,  hanging  on  the  wall.  He  took  it  down, 
and  moved  a  pace  or  two  towards  the  door  of  the  perfidious 

Stranger's  room.  He  knew  the  Gun  was  loaded.  Some  shad- 
owy idea  that  it  was  just  to  shoot  this  man  like  a  Wild  Beast, 

seized  him,  and  dilated  in  his  mind  until  it  grew  into  a  mon- 
strous demon  in  complete  possession  of  him,  casting  out  all 

milder  thoughts  and  setting  up  its  undivided  empire. 
That  phrase  is  wrong.  Not  casting  out  his  milder  thoughts, 

but  artfully  transforming  them.  Changing  them  into  scourges 
to  drive  him  on.  Turning  water  into  blood.  Love  into  hate. 
Gentleness  into  blind  ferocity.  Her  image,  sorrowing,  humbled, 
but  still  pleading  to  his  tenderness  and  mercy  with  resistless 
power,  never  left  his  mind ;  but  staying  there,  it  urged  him  to 
the  door ;  raised  the  weapon  to  his  shoulder ;  fitted  and  nerved 

his  finger  to  the  trigger ;  and  cried  "  Kill  him  !     In  his  bed  ! " 
He  reversed  tbe  Gun  to  beat  the  stock  upon  the  door ;  he 

already  held  it  lifted  in  the  air ;  some  indistinct  design  was  in 

his  thoughts  of  calling  out  to  him  to  fly,  for  God's  sake,  by  the 
window  — 

When,  suddenly,  the  struggling  fire  illumined  the  whole 
chimney  with  a  glow  of  light ;  and  the  Cricket  on  the  Hearth 
began  to  chirp ! 

iNo  sound  he  could  have  heard ;  no  human  voice,  not  even 
hers ;  could  so  have  moved  and  softened  him.  The  artless  words 
m  which  sne  had  told  him  of  her  love  for  this  same  Cricket, 
were  once  more  freshly  spoken  ;  her  trembling,  earnest  mannei 
at  the  moment,  was  again  before  him ;  her  pleasant  voice  — 
Oh  what  a  voice  it  was,  for  making  household  music  at  the 
fireside  of  an  honest  man  !  —  thrilled  through  and  through  his 
better  nature,  and  awoke  it  into  life  and  action. 
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He  recoiled  from  the  door,  like  a  mau  walking  in  his  sleep, 
awakened  from  a  frightful  dream ;  and  put  the  Gun  aside. 
Clasping  his  hands  before  his  face,  he  then  sat  down  again  be- 

side the  fire,  and  found  relief  in  tears. 
The  Cricket  on  the  Hearth  came  out  into  the  room,  and  stood 

in  Fairy  shape  before  him. 

"  '  I  love  it,' ''  said  the  Fairy  Voice,  repeating  what  he  well 
remembered,  "'for  the  many  times  I  have  heard  it,  and  the 
~nauy  thoughts  its  harmless  music  has  given  ma' " 

"  She  said  so  ! '"'  cried  the  Carrier.      '•'  True  ! " 
" '  This  has  been  a  happy  Home,  John ;  and  I  love  the 

Cricket  for  its  sake  ! ' " 
"It  has  been,  Heaven  knows,"  returned  the  Carrier.  "She 

made  it  happy,  always,  —  untU  now." 
"So  gracefully  sweet-tempered;  so  domestic,  joyifid,  busy, 

and  light-hearted  !  "  said  the  Voice. 
"  Otherwise  I  never  could  have  loved  her  as  I  did,"  returned 

the  Carrier. 

The  Voice,  correcting  him,  said  "  do." 
The  Carrier  repeated  "  as  I  did."  But  not  firmly.  His  fal- 

tering tongue  resisted  his  control,  and  would  speak  in  its  own 
way,  for  itself  and  him. 

The  Figure,  in  an  attitude  of  invocation,  raised  its  hand  and 
said : 

"  Upon  your  own  hearth   " 
'  The  hearth  she  has  blighted,"  interposed  the  Carrier. 
"  The  hearth  she  has  —  how  often !  — blessed  and  brightened," 

said  the  Cricket:  "the  hearth  which,  but  for  her,  were  only  a 
few  fitones  and  bricks  and  rusty  bars,  but  which  has  been, 
through  her,  the  Altar  of  your  Home ;  on  which  you  have 

nightly  sacrificed  some  pettj'  passion,  selfishness,  or  care,  and 
offered  up  the  homage  of  a  tranquU  mind,  a  trusting  nature,  and 
an  overflowing  heart ;  so  that  the  smoke  from  this  poor  chimney 
has  gone  upward  with  a  better  fragrance  than  the  richest  incense 
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that  is  burnt  before  the  richest  shrines  in  all  the  gaudy  Temples 
of  this  World !  —  Upon  your  own  hearth  ;  in  its  quiet  sanctuary  ; 
surrounded  by  its  gentle  influences  and  associations ;  hear  her  \ 
her  !  Hear  me  !  Hear  everything  that  speaks  the  language 

of  your  hearth  and  home  !  " 
"  And  pleads  for  her '? "  inquired  the  Carrier. 
"  All  things  that  speak  the  language  of  your  hearth  and  home, 

must  plead  for  her ! "  returned  the  Cricket.  "  For  they  speak 
the  Truth." 

And  while  the  Carrier,  with  his  head  upon  his  hands,  con- 
tinued to  sit  meditating  in  his  chair,  the  Presence  stood  beside 

him ;  suggesting  his  reflections  by  its  power,  and  presenting 
them  before  him,  as  in  a  Glass  or  Picture.  It  was  not  a  solitary 
Presence.  From  the  hearth-stone,  from  the  chimney  ;  from  the 
clock,  the  pipe,  the  kettle,  and  the  cradle ;  from  the  floor,  the 
walls,  the  ceiling,  and  the  stairs ;  from  the  cart  without,  and 

tlie  cupboard  within,  and  the  household  implements  ;  from  every- 
thing and  every  place  with  which  she  had  ever  been  familiar, 

and  with  wliich  she  had  ever  entwined  one  recollection  of  her- 

self in  her  unhappy  husband's  mind;  Fairies  came  trooping 
forth.  Not  to  stand  beside  him  as  the  Cricket  did,  but  to  busy 
and  bestir  themselves.  To  do  all  honour  to  Her  image.  To 
pull  him  by  the  skirts,  and  point  to  it  when  it  appeared.  To 
cluster  round  it,  and  embrace  it,  and  strew  flowers  for  it  to 
tread  on.  To  try  to  crown  its  fair  head  with  their  tiny  hands. 
To  show  that  thoy  were  fond  of  it  and  loved  it ;  and  that  there 
was  not  one  ugly,  wicked,  or  accusatory  creature  to  claim} 
knowledge  of  it  —  none  but  their  playful  and  approving  selves. 

His  thoughts  were  constant  to  her  image.    It  was  always  there. 

She  sat  plying  her  needle,  before  the  fire,  and  singing  to  her- 
self. Such  a  blithe,  thriving,  steady  little  Dot !  The  fairy 

figures  turned  upon  him  all  at  once,  by  one  eonsent,  with  one 

prodigious  confentrated  stare ;  and  seemed  t»  eay  *'  Is  t\\\$ 
the  light  wife  you  are  mourning  for  '  " 
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There  were  souikIs  of  gayety  outside  :  musical  iustruments, 
and  noisy  tongues,  and  laughter.  A  crowd  of  young  merry* 
makers  came  pouring  in ;  among  whom  were  May  Fielding  and 
a  score  of  pretty  girls.  Dot  was  the  fairest  of  them  all ;  as 
young  as  any  of  them  too.  They  came  to  summon  her  to  join 
their  party.  It  was  a  dance.  If  ever  little  foot  were  mad© 
for  dancing,  hers  was,  surely.  But  she  laughed,  and  shook  her 
head,  and  pointed  to  her  cookery  on  the  fire,  and  her  table 
ready  spread :  with  an  exulting  defiance  that  rendered  her  more 
charming  than  she  was  before.  And  so  she  merrily  dismissed 
them :  nodding  to  her  would-be  partners,  one  by  one,  as  they 
passed  out,  witli  a  comical  indifference,  enough  to  make  them 
go  and  drown  themselves  immediately  if  they  were  her  ad- 

mirers—  and  they  luust  have  been  so,  more  or  less;  they 

couldn't  help  it.  And  yet  indifference  was  not  her  character. 
Oh  no !  For  presently,  there  came  a  certain  Carrier  to  the 
door  j  and  bless  her,  what  a  welcome  she  bestowal  upon  him  ! 

*  Again  the  staring  figures  turned  upon  him  all  at  once,  and 
seemed  to  say  "  Is  this  the  wife  who  has  forsaken  you  !  " 

A  shadow  fell  upon  the  mirror  or  the  picture :  call  it  what 
you  wiU.  A  great  shadow  of  the  Stranger,  as  he  first  stood 
underneath  their  roof;  covering  its  surface,  and  blotting  out  all 
other  objects.  But  the  nimble  Fairies  worked  like  Bees  to 
clear  it  off  again ;  and  Dot  again  was  there.  Still  bright  and 
beautiful. 

Rocking  her  little  Baby  in  its  cradle ;  singing  to  it  softly ; 
and  resting  her  head  upon  a  shoulder  which  had  its  coimterpart 
in  the  musing  figure  by  which  the  Fairy  Cricket  stood. 

The  night  —  I  mean  the  real  night :  not  going  by  Fairy 

clocks  —  was  wearing  now ;  and  in  this  sfcige  of  the  Carrier's 
thoughts,  the  moon  burst  out,  and  shone  brightly  in  the  sky. 
Perhaps  some  calm  and  quiet  light  had  risen  also,  in  his  mind  ; 
and  he  could  think  more  soberly  of  what  had  happened. 

Although  the  shadow  of  the  Stranger  fell  at  intervals  upon 
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the  glass  —  always  distinct,  aud  big,  and  thoroughly  defined  — • 
it  never  fell  so  darkly  as  at  first.  Whenever  it  appeared,  the 
Fairies  uttered  a  general  cry  of  consternation,  and  plied  their 
little  arms  and  legs,  with  inconceivable  activity,  to  rub  it  out. 
And  whenever  they  got  at  Dot  again,  and  sliowed  her  to  him 

once  more,  bright  and  beautiful,  they  cheered  in  the  most  in- 
spiring manner. 

They  never  showed  her,  otherwise  than  beautiful  and  bright., 

for  tliey  were  Household  Spirits  to  whom  Falsehood  is  annihi- 
lation ;  and  being  so,  \vhat  Dot  was  there  for  them,  but  the  one 

active,  beaming,  pleasant  little  creature  who  had  been  the  light 

and  sun  of  the  Carrier's  Home  !  ,. 
The  Fairies  were  prodigiously  excited  when  they  showed  her, 

with  the  Bab}',  gossiping  among  a  knot  of  sage  old  matrons, 
ar,d  affecting  to  be  wondrous  old  and  matronly  herself,  and 

leaning  in  a  staid,  demure  old  way  upon  her  husband's  arm, 
attempting  —  she!  such  a  bud  of  a  little  woman  —  to  convey 
the  idea  of  having  abjured  the  vanities  of  the  world  in  general, 
aud  of  being  the  sort  of  person  to  Avhom  it  was  no  novelty  at 
all  to  lie  a  mother ;  yet  in  the  same  breath,  they  showed  her, 
laughing  at  the  Carrier  for  being  awkward,  and  pulling  up  his 
shirt-collar  to  make  him  smart,  and  mincing  merrily  about  that 
rery  room  to  teach  him  how  to  dance. 

They  tmiied,  and  stared  immensely  at  him  when  they  showed 
her  A^th  the  BUnd  Girl;  for  though  she  carried  cheerfulness 
and  animation  with  her,  wheresoever  she  went,  she  bore  those 

influences  into  Caleb  Flummer's  home,  heaped  up  and  running 
over.  The  Bhnd  Girl's  love  for  her,  and  trust  in  her,  and 
gratitude  to  her ;  her  own  good  busy  way  of  setting  Bertha's 
thanks  aside ;  her  dexterous  little  arts  for  filling  up  each 
moment  of  the  visit  in  doing  something  useful  to  the  house, 
and  really  working  hard  while  feigning  to  make  holiday ;  her 
bountiful  provision  of  those  standing  delicacies,  the  Veal  and 
Ham-Ke  and   the  bottles   of  Beer ;   her  radiant   little   face 
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arriving  at  the  door,  and  taking  leave  ;  the  wonderful  expression 
in  her  whole  self,  from  her  neat  foot  to  the  crown  of  her  head, 
of  being  a  part  of  the  establishment  —  a  something  necessary 

to  it,  which  it  couldn't  be  without ;  all  this  the  Fairies  revelled 
in,  and  loved  her  for.  And  once  again  they  looked  upon  him 
all  at  once,  appealingly  ;  and  seemed  to  say,  while  some  among 

them  nestled  in  her  dress  and  fondled  her,  "  Is  this  the  Wife 
who  has  betrayed  your  confidence !  " 

More  than  once,  or  twice,  or  thrice,  in  the  long  thoughtful 
night,  they  showed  her  to  him  sitting  on  her  favourite  seat, 
with  her  bent  head,  her  hands  clasped  on  her  brow,  her  falling 
hair.  As  he  had  seen  her  last.  And  when  they  found  her 
thus,  they  neither  turned  nor  looked  upon  him,  but  gathered 
close  round  her,  and  comforted  and  kissed  her :  and  pressed  ou 
one  another  to  show  sympathy  and  kindness  to  her :  and  forgot 
him  altogether. 

Thus  the  night  passed.  The  moon  went  down ;  the  stars 
grew  pale ;  the  cold  day  broke ;  the  sun  rose.  The  Carrier  stiU 
sat,  musing,  in  the  chimney  comer.  He  had  sat  there,  with 
his  head  upon  his  hands,  all  night.  All  night  the  faithful 
Cricket  had  been  Chirp,  Chirp,  Chirping  on  the  Hearth.  AU 
night  he  had  listened  to  its  voice.  All  night,  the  household 
Fairies  had  been  busy  with  him.  All  night,  she  had  been 
amiable  and  blameless  in  the  Glass,  except  when  that  one 
shadow  fell  upon  it. 

He  rose  up  when  it  was  broad  day,  and  washed  and  dressed 

himself.  He  couldn't  go  about  his  customary  cheerful  avo- 
cations ;  he  wanted  spirit  for  them ;  but  it  mattered  the  less, 

that  it  was  Tackleton's  wedding-day,  and  he  had  an-anged  to 
make  his  rounds  by  proxy.  He  had  thought  to  have  gone  i 
merrily  to  church  with  Dot.  But  such  plans  were  at  an  end. 
It  was  their  own  wedding-day  too.  Ah !  how  little  he  had 
looked  for  such  a  close  to  such  a  year  ! 

The  Carrier  expected  that  Tackleton  would  pay  him  an  early 
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visit ;  and  he  was  right.  He  had  not  walked  to  and  fro  before 
his  own  door,  many  minutes,  when  he  saw  the  Toy-merchant 
coming  in  his  chaise  along  the  road.  As  the  chaise  drew 
nearer,  he  perceived  that  Tackleton  was  dressed  out  sprucely, 

for  his  marriage :  and  had  decorated  his  horse's  head  with 
flowers  and  favours. 

The  horse  looked  much  more  like  a  Bridegroom  than  Tackle- 
ton  :  whose  half-closed  eye  was  more  disagreeably  expressive 
than  ever.  But  the  Oarrier  took  little  heed  of  this.  Hi? 

thoughts  had  other  ©ccupation. 

"  John  Peerybingle  1 "  said  Tackleton,  with  an  air  of  con- 
dolence. "My  good  fellow,  how  do  you  find  yourself  this 

morning  ?  " 
"I  have  had  but  a  poor  night,  Master  Tackleton,"  letumed 

the  Carrier,  shaking  hia  head:  "fori  have  been  a  gotd  deal 
disturbed  in  my  mind.  But  it's  over  now  !  Can  you  spare  mB 
half-an-hour  or  so,  for  some  private  talk  ? " 

"I  came  or  purpose,"  returned  Tackleton,  alighting. 
**  Never  miud  the  horse.  He'll  stand  quiet  enough,  with  the 
reins  over  this  post,  if  you'll  give  him  a  mouthful  of  hay." 

The  Carrier  having  brought  it  from  his  stable  and  set  it 
before  him,  they  turned  into  the  house. 

"  You  are  not  married  before  noon  ? "  he  said,  "  I  think  ?  ** 

"  No,"  answered  Tackleton.  "  Plenty  of  time.  Plenty  o'" 
time." 
When  they  entered  the  kitchen,  Tilly  Slowboy  was  rappin 

at  the   Stranger's  door ;    which    was    only    removed  from   i 
by  a  few  steps.     One  of  her  very  red  eyes  (for  Tilly  had  beei 
crying  all  night  long,  because  her  mistress  cried)  was  at  the 
keyhole ;    and    she  was    knocking   very   loud ;    and   seemed 
frightened. 

"  If  you  please  I  aan't  make  nobody  hear,"  said  TiUy,  looking 
round.  "  I  hope  nobody  ain't  gone  and  been  and  died  if  you 

please  I " 
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This  philanthropic  wish,  Miss  Slowboy  empliasized  with 
various  new  raps  and  kicks  at  the  door  ;  which  led  to  no  result 
whatever. 

"  Shall  I  go  ? "  said  Tackletou.     "  It's  curious." 
The  Carrier,  who  had  turned  his  face  from  the  door,  signed  to 

him  to  go  if  he  woultl. 

So  Tackleton  went  to  TiUy  Slowboy's  I'elief ;  and  he  too 
kicked  and  knocked ;  and  he  too  failed  to  get  the  least  reply. 
But  he  thought  of  trying  the  handle  of  the  door ;  and  as  it 
opened  easily,  he  peeped  in,  looked  in,  went  in ;  and  soon  came 
running  out  again. 

"John  Peerybingle,"  said  Tackleton,  in  his  ear.  "I  hope 
there  has  been  nothing  —  nothing  rash  in  the  night." 

The  Carrier  turned  upon  him  quickly. 

"  Because  he's  gone  ! "  said  Tackleton ;  "  and  the  window's 
open.  I  don't  see  any  marks  —  to  be  sure  it's  almost  on  a 
level  with  the  garden :  but  I  was  afraid  there  might  have  been 

some  —  some  scuffle.     Eh  1 " 
He  nearly  shut  up  the  expressive  eye  altogether  ;  he  looked 

at  him  so  hard.  And  he  gave  his  eye,  and  his  face,  and  his 
whole  person,  a  sharp  twist.  As  if  he  would  have  screwed  the 
truth  out  of  him. 

"  Make  yourself  easy,"  said  the  Carrier.  "  He  went  into 
that  room  last  night,  without  harm  in  word  or  deed  from  me  ; 
ind  no  one  has  entered  it  since.  He  is  away  of  his  own  free 

will.  I'd  go  out  gladly  at  that  door,  and  beg  my  bread  from 
louse  to  house,  for  life,  if  I  coidd  so  change  the  past  that  he 
had  never  come.  But  he  has  come  and  gone.  And  I  have 

done  with  him  ! " 
"  Oh !  —  Well,  I  think  he  has  got  off  pretty  easy,"  said 

Tackleton,  taking  a  chair. 
The  sneer  was  lost  upon  the  Carrier,  who  sat  down  too: 

and  shaded  his  face  with  his  hand,  for  some  little  time,  before 
proceeding. 
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"  You  dhowcd  me  last  night,"  he  said  at  length,  "  my  wife , 
my  wife  tliat  I  love ;  secretly   " 

•'  All  J  teiiilerly,"  insinuated  Tackletou. 
"  Conniving  at  tliat  man's  disguise,  and  giving  him  oppo^ 

tunities  of  meeting  her  alone.  I  think  there's  no  sight  ] 
wouldn't  have  rather  seen  that  that.  I  think  there's  no  man 
in  the  world  I  woiddn't  have  rather  had  to  show  it  me." 

"  I  confess  to  having  had  my  suspicions  always,"  said  Tackle^ 
ton.     "  And  that  has  made  me  objectionable  here,  I  know." 

"  But  as  you  did  show  it  me,"  pursued  the  Carrier,  not  mind 
ing  him;  "and  as  you  saw  her;  my  wife;  my  wife  that 
love  "  —  his  voice,  and  eye,  and  hand,  grew  steadier  and  firm( 
as  he  repeated  these  words  :  evidently  in  pursuance  of  a  stea( 

fast  purpose  — "  as  you  saw  her  at  this  disadvantage,  it  , 
right  and  ju3t  that  you  should  also  see  with  my  eyes,  and  loolj 
into  my  breast,  and  know  what  my  mind  is,  upon  the  subject. 

For  it's  settled,"  said  the  Carrier,  regarding  him  attentively. 
"  And  nothing  can  shake  it  now." 

Tackleton  mutteied  a  few  genaral  words  of  assent,  about  its 
being  necessary  to  vindicate  something  or  other  ;  but  he  was 
overawed  by  the  manner  of  his  companion.  Plain  and  un, 
polished  as  it  was,  it  had  a  something  dignified  and  noble  in  it, 
which  nothing  hut  the  soul  of  generous  Honour,  dwelling  in 
the  man,  could  have  imparted. 

"I  am  a  plain,  rough  man,"  pursued  the  Carrier,  "with 
very  little  to  recommend  me.  I  am  not  a  clever  man,  as  yoi 
very  well  know.  I  am  not  a  young  man.  I  loved  my  little 
Dot,  because  I  had  seen  her  grow  up,  from  a  child,  in  her 

fjither's  house  ;  because  I  knew  how  precious  she  was ;  because 
she  had  been  my  Ldfe,  for  years  and  years.  There's  many  men 
I  can't  compare  with,  who  never  could  have  loved  my  little 
Dot  hke  me,  I  think  I " 

He  paused,  and  softly  beat  the  ground  a  short  time  with  his 
foot,  before  resuming  :  — 



168  THE   (JRIC'EET  ON  THE  HEARTH 

"  I  often  thought  that  though  I  wasn't  good  enough  for  her, 
I  should  make  her  a  kind  husband,  and  jjerkaps  know  her 
value  better  than  another;  and  in  this  way  I  reconciled  it  to 
myself,  and  came  to  think  it  might  be  possible  that  we  should 
be  married.  And  in  the  end,  it  came  atoout,  and  we  were 

married." 
"Hah!"  said  Tackleton,  with  a  ̂ ^fficant  shake  of  his head. 

"I  had  studied  myself;  I  had  had  €S3q)erience  of  myself; 
I  knew  how  much  I  loved  her,  and  how  happy  I  should  be," 
pursued  tlie  Carrier.  "But  I  had  not  —  I  feel  it  now  —  suffi- 

ciently considered  her." 
"To  be  sure,"  said  Tackleton.  "Giddiness,  frivolity,  fickle- 

ness, love  of  admiration!  Not  coiiBklered !  All  left  out  of 

sight!     Hah!" 
"You  had  best  not  inten'upt  me,"  said  the  Carrier,  with 

some  sternness,  "till  you  understand  me;  and  you're  wide  of 
doing  so.  If,  yesterday,  I'd  have  struck  that  man  down  at  a 
blow,  who  dared  to  breathe  a  word  agakist  her;  to-day  I'd  set 
my  foot  upon  his  face,  if  he  was  my  brother  1 " 

The  Toy-merchant  gazed  at  him  in  aetonfehment.  He  went 
on  in  a  softer  tone :  — 

"Did  I  consider,"  said  the  Carrier,  **that  I  took   her;   at 
'^er  age,  and  with  her  beauty ;  from  her  young  companions,  and 
he  many  scenes  of  which  she  was  the  ornament ;  in  which  she 
ras  the  brightest  little  star  that  ever  elK)oe;  to  shut  her  up 

•om  day  to  day  in  my  dull  house,  and  keep  my  tedious  com- 
any?     Did  I  consider  how  little  suited  I  was  to  her  sprightly 

humour,  and  how  wearisome  a  plodding  man  like  me  must  be, 
to  one  of  her  quick  spirit ;  did  I  consider  tliat  it  was  no  merit 
\\\  me,  or  claim  in  me,  that  I  loved  her  when  everybody  must, 
-vho  knew  her?     Never.     I   took  advantage  of  her  hopeful 
iiature  and  her  cheerful  disposition;  and  I   married  her,     J 

wish  I  never  had  !     For  her  sake ;  not  for  mine ! " 
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The  Toy-merchant  gazed  at  him,  without  winking.  Evei 
the  half-slmt  eye  was  open  now. 

"  Heaven  bless  her  J  **  said  the  Carrier,  "  for  the  cheerfu 
constancy  with  which  she  tried  to  keep  the  knowledge  of  thi; 
from  me !  And  Heaven  help  me,  that,  in  my  slow  mind,  I 
have  not  found  it  out  before !  Poor  child  !  Poor  Dot !  /  not 

to  find  it  out,  who  have  seen  her  eyes  fill  with  tears,  when 
such  a  marriage  as  our  own  was  spoken  of!  I,  who  have 
seen  the  secret  tremWing  on  her  lips  a  hundred  times,  and 
never  suspected  it,  till  last  night !  Poor  girl !  That  I 
could  ever  hope  she  would  be  fond  of  me !  That  I  could  ever 
believe  she  was  ! " 

"  She  made  a  show  of  it,"  said  Tackleton.  *'  She  made  such 
a  show  of  it,  that  to  tell  you  the  truth  it  was  the  origin  of  my 

misgivings." 
And  here  he  asserted  the  superiority  of  May  Fielding,  who 

certainly  made  no  sort  of  show  of  being- fond  oi  him. 

•'  She  has  tried,"  said  the  poor  Carrier,  with  gi'eater  emotion 
than  he  had  exhibited  yet ;  "  I  only  now  begin  to  know  how 
hard  she  has  tried ;  to  be  my  dutiful  and  zealous  wife.  How 
goo<l  she  has  been ;  how  much  she  has  done ;  how  brave  and 
strong  a  heart  she  has ;  let  the  happiness  I  have  known  under 
this  roof  bear  witness  1  It  will  be  some  help  and  comfort  to 
me  when  I  am  here  alone." 

"  Here  alone  ? "  said  Taekleton.  "  Oh  I  Then  you  do  meaa 
to  take  some  notice  of  this  ? " 

"I  mean,"  returned  the  Carrier,  "to  do  her  the  greatest 
kindness,  and  make  her  the  best  reparation,  in  my  power.  I 
csu]  release  her  from  the  daily  pain  of  an  unequal  marriage, 
and  the  struggle  to  oeneeal  it.  She  shall  be  as  free  as  I  can 
render  her." 

"  Make  her  reparation  ! "  exclaimed  Tackleton,  twisting  and 
turning  his  great  ears  with  his  hands.  "  There  miist  be  some- 

thing wrong  here.     You  didn't  say  that,  of  course." 
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The  Carrier  set  his  grip  upon  the  collar  of  the  Toy-merchant| 
and  shook  him  like  a  reed. 

"  Listen  to  me  ! "  he  said.  "  And  take  care  that  you  heat 
me  right.     Listen  to  me.     Do  I  speak  plainly  ?  " 

"Very  plainly  indeed,"  answered  Taokleton. 
"As  if  I  meant  it?" 

*'  Very  much  as  if  you  meant  it." 
"  I  sat  upon  that  hearth,  last  night,  all  night,"  exclaimed  the 

Carrier.  "  On  the  spot  Avhere  she  has  often  sat  beside  me, 
'ith  her  sweet  face  looking  into  mine.  I  called  up  her  whole 
fe,  day  by  day ;  I  liad  her  dear  self,  in  its  every  passage,  in 
iview  before  me.  And  upon  my  soul  she  is  innocent,  if  there 

i  One  to  judge  the  innocent  and  the  guilty  J " 
Staunch  Cricket  on  the  Hearth  !  royal  household 

Fairies ! 

"  Passion  and  distrust  have  left  me ! "  said  the  Carrier ; 
"  and  nothing  but  ray  grief  remains.  In  an  unhappy  moment 
some  old  lover,  better  suited  to  lier  tastes  and  years  than  I J 
forsaken,  perhaps,  for  me,  against  her  will ;  returned.  In  an 
unhappy  moment :  taken  by  surprise,  and  wanting  time  ir* 
think  of  what  she  did :  she  made  herself  a  party  to  his 
treachery,  by  concealing  it.  Last  night  she  saw  him,  in  the 
interview  we  witnessed.  It  was  wrong.  But  otherwise  than 

this,  she  is  innocent  if  there  is  Truth  on  earth  !  " 
"  If  that  is  your  opinion   "  Tackleton  began. 
"  So,  let  her  go  !  "  pursued  the  Carrier.  "  Gi5,  with  ray  bless- 

ing for  the  many  happy  hours  she  has  given  me,  and  my  for- 
giveness for  any  pang  she  has  caused  me.  Let  her  go,  and  have 

the  peace  of  mind  I  wish  her  !  She'U  never  hate  me.  She'll 
learn  to  like  me  better,  when  I'm  not  a  drag  upon  her,  and  she 
wears  the  chain  I  have  riveted,  more  lightly.  This  is  the  day 
on  which  I  took  her,  with  so  little  thought  for  her  enjoyment, 
from  her  home.  To-day  she  shall  return  to  it ;  and  I  will 
trotible  her  no  more.     Her  father  and  mother  wiU  be  here  to 
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day  —  we  had  made  a  little  plan  for  keeping  it  together  —  anc 
they  shall  take  her  home.  I  can  trust  her,  there,  or  anywhere. 
She  leaves  me  without  blame,  and  she  will  live  so  I  am  sure. 

If  I  should  die  —  I  may  i)erhaps  while  she  is  still  young ;  I 
have  lost  some  courage  in  a  few  hours  —  she'll  find  that  I 
remembered  hex',  and  loved  her  to  the  last !  This  is  the  end 
of  what  you  showed  me.     Now,  it's  over !  " 

"  Oh  no,  John,  not  over.  Do  not  say  it's  over  yet !  Not 
quite  yet,  I  have  heard  your  noble  words.  I  could  not  steal 
away,  pretending  to  be  ignorant  of  Avhat  has  affected  me  with 

such  deep  gratitude.  Do  not  say  it's  over  till  the  clock  has 
struck  again  ! " 

She  had  entered  shortly  after  Tackleton  ;  and  had  remained 
there.  She  never  looked  at  Tackleton,  but  fixed  her  eyes  upon 
her  husband.  But  she  kept  away  from  him,  setting  as  wide  a 
space  as  possiWe  between  them ;  and  though  she  spoke  with 
most  impassioned  earnestness,  she  went  no  nearer  to  him  even 
then.     How  different  in  this,  from  her  old  self ! 

"  No  hand  can  make  the  clock  which  will  strike  again  for 
me  the  hours  that  are  gone,"  replied  the  Carrier,  with  a  faint 
smile.  "  But  let  it  be  so,  if  you  will,  my  dear.  It  will  strike 
soon.  It's  of  little  matter  what  we  say.  I'd  try  to  please  you 
in  a  harder  case  than  that." 

"  Well ! "  muttei'ed  Tackleton.  "  I  must  be  off,  for  when 
the  clock  strikes  again,  it'll  be  necessary  for  me  to  be  upon 
my  way  to  chureh.  Good  morning,  John  Peerybingle.  I'm 
sorry  to  be  deprived  of  the  pleasure  of  your  company.  Sony 

for  the  loss,  and  the  occasion  of  it  too  ! " 
"I  have  spoken  plainly ?"  said  the  Carrier,  accompanying him  to  the  door. 

"  Oh,  quite  ! " 
"And  you'll  remeBiber  what  I  have  saidi " 
"  Why,  if  you  oompel  me  to  make  the  observatiffla,'*  sai 

Tackleton ;  previously  taking  the  precaution  of  getting  »to  hi 
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chaise ;  *'  I  must  say  that  it  was  so  very  unexpected^  that  I'm 
far  from  being  likely  to  forget  it." 

'*  The  better  for  us  both,"  returned  the  Carrier.  ''  Good  bya 
,  I  give  you  joy  ! " 

"  I  wish  I  could  give  it  to  yow,"  said  Tackleton.  '•  As  1 
can't ;  thank'ee.  Between  ourselves  (aa  I  told  you  before,  eh  ?) 
I  don't  much  think  I  shall  have  the  less  joy  in  my  married  hfe, 
because  May  hasn't  been  too  officious  about  me,  and  too  de- 

monstrative.    Good  bye  !     Take  care  of  yourself 
The  Carrier  stood  looking  after  him  until  he  was  smaller  in 

the  distance  than  his  horse's  flowers  and  favours  near  at  hand ; 
and  then,  with  a  deep  sigh,  went  strolling  like  a  restless,  broken 
man,  among  some  neighbouring  elms  ;  unwilUng  to  return  until 
the  clock  was  on  the  eve  of  striking. 

His  little  wife,  being  left  alone,  sobbed  piteously ;  but  often 
dried  her  eyes  and  checked  herself,  to  say  how  good  he  was,  how 
excellent  he  was !  and  once  or  twice  she  laughed ;  so  heartily, 
triumphantly,  and  incoherently  (still  crying  all  the  time),  that 
TiUy  was  quite  horrified. 

"  Ow  if  you  please  don't !  "  said  Tilly.  "  It's  enough  to  dead 
and  bury  the  Baby,  so  it  is  if  you  please." 

"  Will  you  bring  him  sometimes,  to  see  his  father,  Tilly,** 
inquired  the  mistress  ;  drying  her  eyes ;  "  v^hen  I  can't  live  here, 
and  have  gone  to  mj''  old  home  ? " 

*'  Ow  if  you  please  don't ! "  cried  Tilly,  throwing  back  hei' 
head,  and  bursting  out  into  a  howl ;  she  looked  at  the  moment 

uncommonly  like  Boxer ;  "  Ow  if  you  please  don't !  Ow,  what 
has  everybody  gone  and  been  and  done  with  everybody,  making 

everybody  else  so  wretched  !     Ow-w-w-w ! " 
The  soft-hearted  Slowboy  trailed  off  at  this  juncture,  into 

such  a  deplorable  howl :  the  more  tremendous  from  its  long 
suppression  :  that  she  must  infallibly  have  awakened  the  Baby, 
and  frightened  him  into  something  serious  (probably  convul- 

sions), if  hei  eyes  had  not  encountered  Caiek  Plummer,  leading 
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in  his  daughter.  This  spectacle  restoring  her  to  a  sense  of 
the  proprieties,  she  stood  for  some  few  moments  silent,  with 
her  mouth  wide  open  :  and  then,  posting  otf  to  the  bed  on  which 

the  Baby  lay  asleep,  danced  in  a  weird,  Saint  Vitus°  manner 
on  the  floor,  and  at  the  same  time  rummaged  with  her  face  and 
head  among  the  bedclothes:  apparently  deriving  much  relief 
from  those  extraordinary  operations. 

"  Mary  !  "  said  Bertha.     "  Not  at  the  marriage  !  " 
"  I  told  her  you  would  not  be  there.  Mum,"  whispered  Caleb. 

"  I  heard  as  much  last  night.  But  bless  you,"  said  the  little 
man,  taking  her  tenderly  by  both  hands,  "/  don't  care  for 
what  they  say;  /don't  believe  them.  There  ain't  much  of  me, 
but  that  little  should  be  torn  to  pieces  sooner  than  I'd  trust  a 
a  word  against  you  ! " 

He  put  his  arms  about  her  neck  and  hugged  her,  as  a  child 
might  have  hugged  one  of  his  own  dolls. 

"Bertha  coulil n't  stay  at  home  this  morning,"  said  Caleb. 
"  She  was  afraid,  I  know,  to  hear  the  Bells  ring :  and  couldn't 
trust  herself  to  be  so  near  them  on  their  wedding-day.  So  wc 
started  in  good  time,  and  came  here.  I  have  been  thinking  of 

what  I  have  done,"  said  Caleb,  after  a  moment's  pause ;  "  I 
have  been  blaming  myself  till  I  hardly  knew  what  to  do  or 
where  to  turn,  for  the  distress  of  mind  I  have  caused  her ;  and 

I've  come  to  the  conclusion  that  I'd  better,  if  you'll  stay  with 

me.  Mum,  the  while,  tell  her  the  tnith.  You'll  stay  with  me 
the  while?"  he  inquired,  trembling  from  head  to  foot.  "I 
don't  know  what  eSient  it  may  have  upon  her ;  I  don't  know 
what  she'll  think  of  me ;  I  don't  know  that  she'll  ever  care  for 
her  poor  father  afterwards.  But  it's  best  for  her  that  she 
should  be  undeceived  ;  and  I  must  bear  the  consequences  as  I 

deserve ! " 

*'  Mary,"  said  Bertha,  "  -where  is  your  hand  !  Ah  !  Here 
it  is ;  here  it  is!"  pressing  it  to  her  lips,  with  a  smile,  and 
drawing  it  through  her  arm.     "  I  heard  them  speaking  softly 
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amoug  themselves,  last  night,  of  some  blame  against  you.    They 

were  ■wrong." 
The  Carrier's  Wife  was  silent.     Caleb  answered  for  her. 
"  They  were  wrong,"  he  said. 
"  I  knew  it ! "  cried  Bertha,  proudly.  "  I  told  them  so.  I 

scorned  to  hear  a  word  !  Blame  her  with  justice  ! ''  she  pressed 
the  hand  between  her  own,  and  the  soft  cheek  against  her  face. 

""  No  !     I  am  not  so  Blind  as  that." 
Her  father  went  on  one  side  of  her,  while  Dot  remained  upon 

the  other :  holding  her  hand. 

"  I  know  you  all,"  said  Bertha,  "  better  than  you  think.  But 
none  so  well  as  her.  Not  even  you,  father.  There  is  nothing 
half  so  real  and  so  true  about  me,  as  she  is.  If  I  could  be  re- 

stored to  sight  this  instant,  and  not  a  word  were  spoken,  I  could 

choose  her  from  a  crowd  !     My  sister !  " 
"  Bertha,  my  dear !  "  said  Caleb,  "  I  have  something  on  ray 

mind  I  want  to  tell  you,  while  we  three  are  alone.  Hear  me 

kindl}'^ !     I  have  a  confession  to  make  to  you,  my  Darling." 
"A  confession,  father?" 
"  I  have  wandered  from  the  Truth  and  lost  myself,  my  child,'* 

said  Caleb,  with  a  pitiable  expression  in  his  bewildered  face.  "  I 
have  wandered  from  the  Truth,  intending  to  be  kind  to  you ;  and 

have  been  cruel." 
She  turned  her  wonder-stricken  face  towards  him,  and  re 

peated  "  Cruel ! " 
"  He  accuses  himself  too  strongly,  Bertha,"  said  Dot.  "  You'll 

gay  so,  presently.     You'll  be  the  first  to  tell  him  so." 
"  He  cruel  to  me ! "  cried  Bertha,  with  a  smile  of  incre- 

dulity. 

"Not  meaning  it,  my  child,"  said  Caleb.  "  But  I  have  been  ; 
though  I  never  suspected  it,  till  yesterday.  My  dear  Blind 

Daughter,  hear  me  and  forgive  me'!  The  worid  you  hve  in, 
heart  of  mine,  doesn't  exist  as  I  have  represMited  it.  The  eyea 
you  have  trusted  in,  have  been  false  to  you." 
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She  tuined  licr  wonder-stricken  face  towards  him  still ;  but 
drew  back,  and  clung  closer  to  her  Mend. 

"  Your  road  in  life  was  rough,  my  poor  one,"  said  Caleb, 
"  and  I  meant  to  smooth  it  for  j^ou.  I  have  altered  objects, 
changed  the  characters  of  people,  invented  many  things  that 
never  have  been,  to  make  you  happier.  I  have  had  conceal- 

ments from  you,  put  deceptions  on  you,  God  forgive  me !  and 

surrounded  you  with  fancies." 
"  But  living  people  are  not  fancies? "  she  said  hurriedly,  and 

turning  very  pale,  and  still  retiring  from  him.  "  You  can't 
change  them." 

"  I  have  done  so,  Bertha,"  pleaded  Caleb.  "  There  is  one 
pei-son  that  you  know,  my  Dove   " 

"  Oh  father !  why  do  you  say,  I  know  ? "  she  answered,  in  a 
tone  of  keen  reproach.  "  What  and  whom  do  /  know !  I 
who  have  no  leader  !     I  so  miserably  blind  ! " 

In  the  anguish  of  her  heart,  she  stretched  out  her  hands,  as 
if  she  were  groping  her  way ;  then  spread  them,  in  a  mannei 
most  forlorn  and  sad,  upon  her  face. 

"  The  marriage  that  takes  place  to-day,"  said  Caleb,  *'  is  with 
a  stern,  sordid,  grinding  man.  A  hard  master  to  you  and  me, 
my  dear,  for  many  ye^irs.  Ugly  in  his  looks,  and  in  his  nature. 
Cold  and  callous  always.  Unlike  what  I  have  painted  him  to 

you  in  everything,  my  child.     In  everything." 
"  Oh  why,"  cried  the  Blind  Girl,  tortured,  as  it  seemed,  almost 

beyond  endurance,  "  why  did  you  ever  do  this  !  Why  did  you 
ever  fill  my  heart  so  fidl,  and  then  come  in  like  Death,  and  tear 
away  the  objects  of  my  love !  Oh  Heaven,  how  blind  I  am ! 

How  helpless  and  alone  !  " 
Her  afflicted  fether  hung  his  head,  and  offered  no  reply  but 

in  his  penitence  and  sorrow. 
She  had  been  but  a  short  time  in  this  passion  of  regret,  when 

the  Cricket  on  the  Hearth,  unheard  by  all  but  her,  began  to 
chirp.     Not  merrily,  but  in  a  low,  faint,  sorrowing  way.    It  was 
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30  mournful,  that  her  tears  began  to  flow ;  aud  when  the 
Presence  which  had  been  beside  the  Carrier  all  night,  appeared 
behind  her,  pointing  to  her  father,  they  fell  down  like  rain. 

She  heard  the  Cricket-voice  more  plainly  soon ;  and  was  con- 
scious, through  her  blindness,  of  the  Presence  hovering  about 

her  father. 

"  Mary,"  said  the  Blind  Gu'l,  "  tell  me  what  my  home  is. 
What  it  truly  is." 

"  It  is  a  poor  place.  Bertha ;  very  poor  and  bare  indeed.  The 
house  will  scarcely  keep  out  wind  and  rain  another  winter.  It 

is  as  roughly  shielded  from  the  weather.  Bertha,"  Dot  continued 
in  a  low,  clear  voice,  "  as  your  poor  father  in  his  sackcloth  coat." 

The  Blind  Girl,  greatly  agitated,  rose,  and  led  the  Carrier's little  wife  aside. 

''Those  presents  that  I  took  such  care  of;  that  came  almost 
at  my  wish,  and  were  so  dearly  welcome  to  me,"  she  said,  trem- 

bling ;  "  where  did  they  come  from  !     Did  you  send  them  ?  " 
"No." 
"Who  then?" 
Dot  saw  she  knew,  already ;  and  was  silent.  The  Blind  Girl 

spread  her  hands  before  her  face  again.  But  in  quite  another 
manner  now. 

"  Dear  Mary,  a  moment.  One  moment !  More  this  way. 
3p&ak  softly  to  me.  You  are  true,  I  know.  You'd  not  deceive 
me  now  ;  wmdd  you  ?  " 

"  No,  Bertha,  indeed  ! " 
"  No,  I  am  suie  you  would  not.  You  have  too  much  pity 

for  me.  Mary,  look  across  the  room  to  where  we  were  just 
now ;  to  where  my  father  is  —  my  father,  so  compassionate  and 

loving  to  me  —  and  tell  me  what  you  see." 
"I  see,"  said  Dot,  who  understood  her  well ;  "au  old  man 

sitting  in  a  chair,  and  leaning  sorrowfully  on  the  ba^^k,  with  his 
face  resting  on  his  hand.  As  if  his  child  should  comfort  him. 

Bertha." 
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"  Yes,  yes.     She  will.     Go  ou." 
"  He  is  aa  old  man,  worn  with  care  and  work.  He  is  a  spare, 

dejected,  thoughtful,  gray-haired  man.  I  see  him  now,  despond- 
ent and  bowed  down,  and  striving  against  nothing.  But,  Bertha, 

I  have  seen  him  many  times  before  ;  and  striving  hard  in  many 

ways  for  one  great  sacred  object.  And  I  honom*  his  gray  head, 
and  bless  him  ! " 

The  Blind  Girl  broke  away  from  her  ;  and  throwing  herself 
upon  her  knees  before  him,  took  the  gray  head  to  her  breast. 

"It  ie  my  sight  restored.  It  is  my  sight!"  she  cried.  "I 
have  been  blind,  and  now  my  eyes  are  open.  I  never  knew 
him !  To  think  I  might  have  died,  and  never  tndy  seen  the 

father,  who  has  been  so  loving  to  me  ! " 
There  were  no  words  for  Caleb's  emotion. 
"  There  is  not  a  gallant  figure  on  this  earth,"  exclaimed  the 

Blind  Girl,  holding  him  in  her  embrace,  "  that  I  would  love  so 
dearly,  and  would  cherish  so  devotedly,  as  this !  The  grayer, 
and  more  worn,  the  dearer,  father !  Never  let  them  say  I  am 

blind  again.  There's  not  a  furrow  in  his  face,  there's  not  a 
hair  upon  his  head,  that  shall  be  forgotten  in  my  prayers  and 
thanks  to  Heaven  !  " 

Caleb  managed  to  articulate  "  My  Bertha  !  " 
"And  in  my  Blindness,  I  believed  him,"  said  the  girl,  caress 

ing  him  witli  tears  of  exquisite  affection,  "  to  be  so  different  \ 
A.nd  having  him  beside  me,  day  by  day,  so  mindful  of  me 

always,  never  dreamed  of  this  !  " 
"  The  fresh  smart  father  in  the  blue  coat,  Bertha,"  said  poor 

Caleb.     "  He's  gone  !  " 
"Nothing  is  gone,"  she  answered.  "Dearest  father,  no! 

Everything  is  here  —  in  you.  The  father  that  I  loved  so 
well ;  the  father  that  I  never  loved  enough,  and  never  knew ; 
the  Benefactor  whom  I  first  began  to  reverence  and  love, 
because  he  had  such  sympathy  for  me;  All  are  here  in  you, 
Nothinoj  is  dead  to  me.     The  Soul  of  all  that  was  most  dear  to 
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me  is  here  —  here,  with  the  worn  face,  and  the  gray  head 
And  I  am  not  blind,  father,  any  longer ! " 

Dot's  whole  attention  had  been  concentrated,  during  this 
discourse,  upon  the  father  and  daughter ;  but  looking,  now, 
towards  the  little  Haymaker  in  the  Moorish  meadow,  she  saw 
that  the  clock  was  within  a  few  minutes  of  striking  j  and  fell, 
immediately,  into  a  nervous  and  excited  state. 

"Father,"  said  Bertha,  hesitating.     "Mary." 
"Yes,  my  dea^,"  returned  Caleb.     "Here  she  is." 
"  There  is  no  change  in  her.  You  never  told  me  anything 

of  her  that  was  not  true  ?  " 
"  I  should  have  tlone  it,  my  dear,  I  am  afraid,"  returned  Caleb, 

"  if  I  could  have  made  her  better  than  she  was.  But  I  miist 
have  changeil  her  for  the  worse,  if  I  had  changed  her  at  all. 

Nothing  coull  improve  her.  Bertha." 
Confident  as  the  Blind  Girl  had  been  when  she  asked  the 

question,  her  delight  and  pride  in  the  reply  tuid  her  renewed 
embrace  of  Dot,  were  charming  to  behold. 

"  More  changes  th  m  you  tliink  for,  may  happen  though,  my 
dear,"  said  Dot.  "  Changes  for  the  better,  I  mean  ;  changes  for 
great  joy  to  some  of  us.  You  mustn't  let  thsm  startle  you  too 
much,  if  any  such  should  ever  happen,  and  affect  you  ?  Are  those 

wheels  upon  the  road  1  You've  a  quick  ear,  Bertha.  Are  they 
wheels  1 " 

"Yes.     Coming  very  fast." 
"I — I  —  I  know  you  have  a  quick  ear,"  said  Dot,  placing 

her  hand  upon  her  heart,  and  evidently  talking  on,  as  fast  as  she 

could,  to  hide  its  palpitating  state,  "  because  I  have  noticed  it 
often,  and  because  you  were  so  quick  to  find  out  that  strange 
step  last  night.  Though  why  you  should  have  said,  as  I  very 

well  recollect  you  did  say.  Bertha,  '  Whose  step  is  that ! '  and 
why  you  should  have  taken  any  greater  observation  of  it  than  of 

any  other  step,  I  don't  know.  Though  as  I  said  just  now,  there 
are  great  changes  in  the  world :  great  changes :  and  we  can't 
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do  better  than  prepare  ourselves  to  be  surprised  at  hardly 

anything." 
Caleb  wondered  what  this  meant ;  perceiving  that  she  spoke 

to  him,  no  less  than  to  his  daughter.  He  saw  her,  with  astonish- 
ment, so  liuttered  and  distressed  that  she  could  scarcely  breathe ; 

and  holding  to  a  chair,  to  save  herself  from  falling. 

\  "  They  are  wheels  indeed  !  "  she  panted.  "  Coming  nearer  ! 
Nearer !  Very  close  !  And  now  you  hear  them  stopping  at  the 

garden-gate  !  And  now  you  hear  a  step  outside  the  door  —  the 
same  step,  Bertha,  is  it  not !  —  and  now  !  —  " 

She  uttered  a  wild  cry  of  uncontrollable  delight ;  and  running 
up  to  Caleb  put  her  hands  upon  his  eyes,  as  a  young  man 
rushed  into  the  room,  and  flinging  away  his  hat  into  the  air, 
came  sweeping  down  upon  them. 

"  Is  it  over  ? "  cried  Dot. 
"  Yes ! " 

"  Happily  over  ? " 
"Yes!" 

"  Do  you  recollect  the  voice,  dear  Caleb?  Did  you  ever  hear 
the  like  of  it  before  1 "  cried  Dot. 

"If  my  boy  in  the  Golden  South  Americas  was  alive  "  —  said 
Caleb,  trembling. 

"He  is  alive  !  "  shrieked  Dot,  removing  her  hands  from  his 
eye^,  and  clapping  them  in  ecstasy  ;  "  look  at  him  i  See  where 
he  stands  before  you,  healthy  and  strong  !  Your  own  dear  son  ! 

Your  own  dear  living,  loving  brother.  Bertha  !  " 
All  honour  to  the  little  creature  for  her  transports  !  AU 

honour  to  her  tears  and  laughter,  when  the  three  were  locked  in 

one  another's  arms  !  All  honour  to  the  heartiness  with  which 
she  met  the  sunburnt  sailor-fellow,  with  his  dark  streaming  hair, 
half  way,  and  never  turned  her  rosy  little  mouth  aside,  but 
auflfered  him  to  kiss  it,  freely,  and  to  press  her  to  his  bounding 
heart ! 

And  honour  fa>  the  Cuckoo  too  —  why  not !  —  for  bursting 
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out  of  the  trap-door  in  the  Moorish  Palace  like  a  housebreaker, 
and  hiccoughing  twelve  times  on  the  assembled  company,  as  if 
he  had  got  drunk  for  joy  ! 

The  Carrier,  entering,  started  back  :  and  well  he  might :  to 
find  himself  in  such  good  company. 

"  Look,  John  !  "  said  Caleb,  exultingly,  "  look  here !  My  own 
boy  from  the  Golden  South  Americas  !  My  own  eon  !  Him 
that  you  fitted  out,  and  sent  away  yourself ;  him  that  you  were 

always  such  a  friend  to  !  " 
The  Carrier  advanced  to  seize  him  by  the  hand  ;  but  recoiling, 

as  some  feature  in  his  face  awakened  a  remembrance  of  the  Deaf 
Man  in  the  Cart,  said  : 

"Edward!     Was  it  you?" 
"  Now  tell  him  all ! "  cried  Dot.  "  Tell  him  all,  Edward  ; 

and  don't  spare  me,  for  nothing  shall  make  me  spare  myself  in 
his  eyes,  ever  again." 

"  I  was  the  man,"  said  Edward. 
*'  And  could  you  steal,  disguised,  into  the  house  of  your  old 

friend  ? "  rejoined  the  Carrier.  "  There  was  a  frank  boy  once  — 
how  many  years  is  it,  Caleb,  since  we  heard  that  he  was  dead, 

and  had  it  proved,  we  thought  ?  —  who  never  would  have  done 

that." 
"There  was  a  generous  friend  of  mine,  once  :  more  a  father 

to  me  than  a  friend  :  "  said  Edward,  "  who  never  would  have 
judged  me,  or  any  other  man,  unheard.  You  were  he.  So  I  am 

certain  you  will  hear  me  now." 
The  Carrier,  with  a  troubled  glance  at  Dot,  who  still  kept  far 

away  from  him,  replied  "  Well !  that's  but  fair.     I  will." 
"  You  must  know  that  when  I  left  here,  a  boy,"  said  Edward, 

"  I  was  in  love  :  and  my  love  was  returned.  She  was  a  very 

young  girl,  who  perhaps  (you  may  tell  me)  didn't  know  her  own 
mind.     But  I  knew  mine ;  and  I  had  a  passion  for  her." 

"  You  had  !  "  exclaimed  the  Carrier.     "  You  !  " 
"  Indeed  I  had,"  returned  the  other.     '*  Aiud  she  returned  it 
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I  have  ever  since  believed  she  did ;  and  now  I  am  sure  she 

did." 
"  Heaven  help  me  !  "  said  the  Carrier.  "  This  is  worse  than 

all." 
"  Constant  to  her,"  said  Edward,  "and  returning,  full  of  hope, 

after  many  hardships  and  perils,  to  redeem  my  part  of  our  old 
contract,  I  heard,  twenty  miles  away,  that  she  was  false  to  me; 
that  she  had  forgotten  me ;  and  had  bestowed  herself  upon  an- 

other and  a  richer  man.  I  had  no  mind  to  iej)roach  her;  but 
I  wished  to  see  her,  and  to  prove  beyond  dispute  tliat  this  was 
true.  I  hoped  she  might  have  been  forced  into  it,  against  her 
own  desire  and  recollection.  It  would,  be  small  comfort,  but  it 
would  be  some,  I  thought :  and  on  I  came.  That  1  might  have 
the  truth,  the  real  truth  ;  observing  freely  for  myself,  and  judg- 

ing for  myself,  without  obstruction  on  the  one  hand,  or  present- 
ing my  own  influence  (if  I  had  any)  before  her,  on  the  other;  I 

dressed  myself  unlike  myself — you  know  how  ;  and  waited  on 
the  road  —  you  know  where.  You  had  no  suspicion  of  me  ; 

neither  had  —  had  she,"  pointing  to  Dot,  "until  I  whispered 
in  her  ear  at  that  fireside,  and  she  so  nearly  betrayed  me." 

"But  when  she  knew  that  Edward  was  alive,  and  had  come 
back,"  sobbed  Dot,  now  speaking  for  herself,  as  she  had  burned 
to  do,  all  through  this  narrative  ;  "and  when  she  knew  his  pur- 

pose, she  advised  him  by  all  means  to  keep  his  secret  close ;  for 
his  old  friend  John  Peerybingle  was  much  too  open  in  his  nature, 

and  too  clumsy  in  all  artifice  —  being  a  clumsy  man  in  general," 
said  Dot,  half  laughing  and  half  crying —  "  to  keep  it  for  him. 
And  when  she  —  that's  me,  John,"  sobbed  the  little  woman  — 
"told  him  all,  and  how  his  sweetheart  had  believed  him  to  be 
dead;  and  how  she  had  at  last  been  over-persuaded  by  her 
mother  into  a  marriage  which  the  silly,  dear  old  thing  called 

advantageous;  and  when  she  —  that's  me  again,  John  —  told 
him  they  were  not  yet  married  (though  close  upon  it),  and  that 
it  would  be  nothing  but  a  sacrifice  if  it  went  on,  for  there  was 
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no  lov^e  on  her  side  ;  and  when  he  went  nearly  mad  with  joy  te 
liear  it ;  then  she  —  that's  me  again  —  said  she  would  go  be- 

tween them,  as  she  had  often  done  before  in  old  times,  John, 
ind  would  sound  his  sweetheart  and  be  sure  that  what  she  — 

me  again,  John  —  said  and  thought  was  right.  And  it  wa;' 
right,  John  !  And  they  were  brought  together,  John !  And 

ciiey  were  marrieil,  John,  an  hour  ago !  And  here's  the  Bride  ! 
And  Gruff  and  Tackleton  may  die  a  bachelor  !  And  I'm  a  happy 
1  ttle  woman,  May,  God  bless  you  !  " 

She  was  an  iiresistible  little  woman,  if  that  be  anything  tO' 
the  purpose ;  and  never  so  completely  irresistible  as  in  her 
present  transports.  There  never  were  congratulations  so  endear- 

ing and  delicious,  as  those  she  lavished  on  herself  and  on  the- 
Bride. 

Amid  the  tumult  of  emotions  in  his  breast,  the  honest  Car- 
rier had  stood,  confounded.  Flying,  now,  towards  her,  Dot 

stretched  out  her  hand  to  stop  him,  and  retreated  as  before. 

"  No,  John,  no  !  Hear  all !  Don't  love  me  any  more,  John, 
till  you've  heard  every  word  I  have  to  say.  It  was  wrong  ta 
have  a  secret  from  you,  John.  I'm  very  soiTy.  I  didn't  think: 
it  any  harm,  till  I  came  and  sat  down  by  you  on  the  little 
stool  last  night ;  but  when  I  knew  by  what  was  written  in 
your  face,  that  you  had  seen  me  walking  in  the  gallery  with 
Edward,  and  knew  what  you  thought ;  I  felt  how  giddy  and 
how  wrong  it  was.  But  oh,  dear  John,  how  could  you,  could 

you,  think  so  !  " 
Little  woman,  how  she  sobbed  again!  John  Peerj^bingle 

would  have  caught  her  in  his  arras.  But  no ;  she  wouldn't  let him. 

"  Don't  love  me  yet,  please,  John  !  Not  for  a  long  time  yet ! 
When  I  was  sad  about  this  intended  marriage,  dear,  it  was 
because  I  remembered  May  and  Edward  such  young  lovers  y 
and  knew  that  her  heart  was  far  away  from  Tackleton.  You; 

believe  that,  now.     Don't  you,  John?" 
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JoLiu  was  going  to  make  another  rush  at  this  appeal ;  but 
abe  stopped  him  agaiu. 

"  Xo ;  keep  there,  please,  John  !  When  I  laugh  at  you,  as 
I  soinetimes  do,  John ;  and  call  you  clumsy,  and  a  dear  old 

.goose,  and  names  of  that  sort,  it's  because  I  love  yoU;  John,  so 
well ;  and  take  such  pleasure  in  your  ways ;  and  ?7jui.dn't  see 
you  altered  in  the  least  respect  to  have  you  made  a  King  to- 
morrow." 

"  Hooroar  !  "  said  Caleb  with  unusual  vigour.    "  My  opinion ! " 
"And  when  I  speak  of  people  being  middle-aKcG,  and  steady, 

John,  and  pretend  that  we  are  a  humdrum  couple,  going  on  in 

a  jog-trot  sort  of  way,  it's  only  because  I'm  such  a  silly  little 
thing,  John,  that  I  like,  sometimes,  to  act  a  kind  of  Play  with 

Baby,  and  all  that :  and  make  believe." 
She  saw  that  he  was  coming ;  and  stopped  him  again.  But 

she  was  very  nearly  too  late. 

"  No,  don't  love  me  for  another  minute  or  two,  if  you  please, 
John  !  What  I  want  most  to  tell  you,  I  have  kept  to  the  last. 
My  dear,  good,  generous  John  ;  when  we  were  talking  the  other 
night  about  the  Cricket,  I  had  it  on  my  lips  to  say,  that  at 
first  I  did  not  love  you  quite  so  dearly  as  I  do  now  ;  that  when 

I  first  came  home  here,  I  was  half  afraid  I  mightn't  learn  to 
love  you  every  bit  as  well  as  I  hoped  and  prayed  I  might  — 
being  so  very  young,  John.  But,  dear  John,  every  day  and 
hour,  I  loved  you  more  anil  more.  And  if  1  could  have  loved 
you  better  than  I  do,  the  nobie  words  I  heard  you  say  this 

morning,  would  have  made  me.  But  I  can't.  All  the  affection 
that  I  had  (it  was  a  great  deal,  John)  I  gave  you,  as  you  well 
■deserve,  lonsj,  long  ago,  and  I  have  no  more  left  to  give.  Now, 

my  dear  Husband,  take  me  to  your  heart  again  !  That's  my 
home,  John;  and  never,  never  think  of  sending  me  to  any 

other ! " 
You  never  will  derive  so  much  delight  from  seeing  a  glorious 

tSittle  woman  in  the  arms  of  a  third  party,  as  you  would  have 
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felt  if  yon.  had  seen  Dot  run  into  tlie  Carrier's  embrace.  It 
was  the  most  complete,  unmitigated,  soul-fraught  little  piece 
of  earnestness  that  ever  you  beheld  in  all  your  days. 

You  may  be  sure  the  Carrier  was  in  a  state  of  perfect  rap- 
tm-e ;  and  you  may  be  sure  Dot  was  likewise ;  and  you  may 
be  sure  they  all  were,  inclusive  of  Miss  Slowboy,  who  cried 
copiously  for  joy,  and,  wishing  to  include  her  young  charge  in 
the  general  interchange  of  congratulations,  handed  round  the 

Baby  to  everybody  in  succession,  as  if  it  "were  something  to drink. 
But  now  the  sound  of  wheels  was  heard  again  outside  the 

door ;  and  somebody  exclaimed  that  G-rutf  and  Tackleton  was 
coming  back.  Speedily  that  worthy  gentleman  appeared : 
looking  warm  and  flustered. 

"  Why,  what  the  Devil's  this,  John  Peerybingle ! "  said 
Tackleton.  "There's  some  mistake.  I  appointed  Mrs.  Tack- 

leton to  meet  me  at  the  church ;  and  I'll  swear  I  passed  her  ou 
the  road,  on  her  way  here.  Oh  !  here  she  is !  I  beg  youi- 
pardon,  Sir ;  I  haven't  the  pleasure  of  knowing  you ;  but  if  you 
cAn  do  me  the  favour  to  spare  this  young  lady,  she  has  rather 

a  particular  engagement  this  morning." 
"But  I  can't  spare  her,"  returned  Edward.  "I  couldn't 

think  of  it." 
"  What  do  you  mean,  you  vagabond  ?  "  said  Tackleton. 
"I  mean,  that  as  I  can  make  allowance  for  your  being 

vexed,"  returned  the  other,  with  a  smile,  "I  am  as  deaf  to 
hai-sh  discourse  this  morning,  as  I  was  to  all  discourse  last 

night." The  look  that  Tackleton  bestowed  upon  him,  and  the  start 
he  gave ! 

"  I  am  sorry,  Sir,"  said  Edward,  holding  out  May's  left  hand, 
and  especially  the  third  finger ;  "  that  the  young  lady  can't 
accompany  you  to  church ;  but  as  she  has  bee«  there  once,  this 

aaoming,  peihaps  you'll  excuse  her." 
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Tackletou  looked  liard  at  the  third  finger ;  and  took  a  little 
piece  of  silver  paper,  apparently  containing  a  ring,  from  his 
waistcoat  pocket. 

"  Miss  Slowboy,"  said  Tackleton.  "  Will  you  have  the  kind- 
ness to  throw  that  in  the  fire  ?     Thank'ee." 

"  It  was  a  previous  engagement :  quite  an  old  engagement : 
that  prevented  my  wife  from  keeping  her  appointment  with 

you,  I  assure  you,"  said  Edward. 
"  iNIr.  Tackletou  will  do  me  the  justice  to  acknowledge  that  I 

revealed  it  to  him  faithfully ;  and  that  I  told  him,  many  times. 

I  never  could  forget  it,"  said  May,  blushing. 
"  Oh  certainly  ! "  said  Tackleton.  "  Oh  to  be  sure.  Oh  it', 

all  right.    It's  quite  correct.     Mrs.  Edward  Plummer,  I  infer " " 
"  That's  the  name,"  returned  the  bridegroom. 
"  Ah,  I  shouldn't  have  known  you,  Sir,"  said  Tackleton : 

scrutinizing  his  face  nan'owly,  and  making  a  low  bow.  "  I  give 

you  jov,  Sir  ! " 
"  Thank'ee." 

"Mrs.  Peerybingle,"  said  Tackleton,  turning  suddenly  to 
where  she  stood- with  her  husband  ;  "I  am  sorry.  You  haven't 
done  me  a  very  great  kindness,  but,  upon  my  life  I  am  soiTy. 
You  are  better  than  I  thought  you.  .John  Peerybingle,  I  am 

sorry.  You  understand  me  ;  that's  enough.  It's  quite  correct, 
ladies  and  gentlemen  all,  and  perfectly  satisfactory.  Good, 

morning ! " 
With  these  words  he  carried  it  off,  and  carried  himself  off 

to'^ :  merely  stopping  at  the  door,  to  take  the  flowers  and  favours 

from  his  horse's  head,  and  to  kick  that  animal  once  in  the  ribs, 
as  a  means  of  informing  him  that  there  was  a  screw  loose  in  his 
arrangements. 

Of  course  it  became  a  serious  duty  now,  to  make  such  a  day 
of  it,  as  should  mark  these  events  for  a  high  Feast  and  Festival 
in  the  Peerybingle  Calendar  for  evermore.  Accordingly,  Dot 
went  to  work  to  produce  such  an  entertainment,  as  shoul/ 
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reflect  undying  honour  on  the  house  and  every  one  concerned ; 
and  in  a  very  short  space  of  time,  she  was  up  to  her  dimplea 
elbows  in  flour,  and  whitening  the  Carriers  coat,  every  time  ho 
came  near  her,  by  stopping  him  to  give  him  a  kiss.  That  goo<l 
fellow  washed  the  greens,  and  peeled  the  turnips,  and  broke  the 
plates,  and  upset  iron  pots  full  of  cold  water  on  the  fire,  and 
made  himself  usefid  in  all  soits  of  ways :  while  a  couple  of 
professional  assistants,  hastily  called  in  from  somewhere  in  the 
5ieighbourhood,  as  on  a  point  of  Ufe  or  death,  ran  against  each 
other  in  all  the  doorways  and  round  all  the  comers ;  and  every- 

body tumbled  over  Tilly  Slowboy  and  the  Baby,  everywhere. 
Tilly  never  came  out  in  such  force  before.  Her  ubiquity  was 
the  theme  of  general  admiration.  She  was  a  stumbling-block 
ill  the  passage  at  five-and-tweuty  minutes  past  two;  a  man- 

trap in  the  kitchen  at  half-past  two  precisely ;  and  a  pitfall  in 

the  garret  at  five-and-twenty  minutes  to  three.  The  Baby's 
head  was,  as  it  were,  a  test  and  touchstone  for  every  description 
of  matter,  animal,  vegetable,  and  mineral.  Nothing  was  in 

use  that  day  that  didn't  come,  at  some  time  or  other,  into  close 
acquaintance  with  it. 

Then,  there  was  a  great  Expedition  set  on  foot  to  go  anU 
find  out  Mrs.  Fielding;  and  to  be  dismally  penitent  to  that 
excellent  gentlewoman  ;  and  to  bring  her  back,  by  force  if 
needful,  to  be  happy  and  forgiving.  And  when  the  Expedition 
first  discovered  her,  she  would  listen  to  no  terms  at  all,  but 
said,  an  unspeakable  number  of  times,  that  ever  she  should  have 

Uved  to  see  the  day  !  and  couldn't  be  got  to  say  anything  else, 
except  "  Now  carry  me  to  the  grave  ;  "  which  seined  absurd, 
on  account  of  her  not  being  dead,  or  anything  at  all  like  it. 
After  a  time,  she  lapsed  into  a  state  of  dreadfiU  calmness,  and 
observed,  Lhat  when  that  unfortunate  train  of  circumstances  Wi 
occurred  in  the  Indigo  Trade,  she  had  foreseen  that  she  would 
be  exposed,  during  her  whole  life,  to  every  species  of  insult  and 
contumely ;  and  that  she  was  glad  to  find  it  was  the  case  j  and 
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■begged  they  wouldn't  trouble  themselves  about  her, — for  what 
■was  she?  oh,  dear!  a  nobody  !  —  but  would  forget  that  such  a 
being  lived,  and  would  take  their  course  in  life  without  her 
From  this  bitterly  sarcastic  mood,  she  passed  into  an  angry 
one,  in  which  she  gave  vent  to  the  remarkable  expression  that 
the  worm  would  turn  if  trodden  on;  and  after  that,  she  yielded 

to  a  soft  regi'et,  and  said,  if  they  had  only  given  her  their  con- 
fidence, what  might  she  not  have  liad  it  in  her  power  to  sug- 

gest !  Taking  advantage  of  this  crisis  in  her  feelings,  the 
Expedition  embraced  her  ;  and  she  very  soon  had  her  gloves  on, 

and  was  on  her  way  to  John  Peerybingle's  in  a  state  of  unim- 
peachable gentility  ;  with  a  paper  parcel  at  hi'r  side  containing 

a  cap  of  state,  almost  as  tall,  and  quite  as  stiff,  as  a  mitre. 

Then,  there  were  Dot's  fother  and  mother  to  come,  in  another 
little  chaise;  and  they  were  behind  their  time  ;  and  fears  were 
entertained  ;  and  there  was  much  looking  out  for  them  down 
the  road  ;  and  Mrs.  Fielding  always  would  look  in  the  wrong 
and  morally  impossible  direction ;  and  being  apprised  thereof, 
hoped  she  might  take  the  liberty  of  looking  where  she  pleased. 
At  last  they  came :  a  chubby  little  couple,  jogging  along  in  a 
snug  and  comfortalle  little  way  that  quite  belonged  to  the  Dot 
family :  and  Dot  and  her  mother,  side  by  side,  were  wonderful 
to  see.     They  were  so  like  each  other. 

Then,  Dot's  mother  had  to  renew  her  acquaintance  with 
May's  mother  ;  and  May's  mother  always  stood  on  her  gentil- 

ity ;  and  Dot's  mother  never  stood  on  anything  but  her  active 
little  feet.  And  old  Dot :  so  to  call  Dot's  father,  I  forgot  it 
wasn't  his  right  name,  but  never  mind  :  took  liberties,  and 
shook  hands  at  first  sight,  and  seemed  to  think  a  cap  but  so 

much  starch  and  muslin,  and  didn't  defer  himself  at  all  to  the 
Indigo  Trade,  but  said  there  was  no  help  for  it  now ;  and,  in 

Mrs.  Fielding's  summing  up,  was  a  good-natured  kind  of  man 
■ — but  coar  .',  my  dear. 

I  wouk.u't  have  missed  Dot,  doing  the  honours  in  her  we«l 
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ding-gown  :  my  benison  on  her  bright  face !  for  any  money. 
No !  nor  the  good  Carrier,  so  jovial  and  so  ruddy,  at  the  bot- 

tom of  the  table.  Nor  the  brown,  fresh  sailor-fellow,  and  his 
handsome  wife.  Nor  any  one  among  them.  To  have  missed 
the  dinner  wuuld  have  been  to  miss  as  jolly  and  as  stout  a  meal 
as  man  need  eat ;  and  to  have  missed  the  overflowing  cups  in 

which  they  drank  The  Wedding-Day,  would  have  been  the 
greatest  miss  of  all. 

Aftei  dinnei-,  Caleb  sang  the  song  about  the  Sparkling  Bowl  I 
As  I'm  a  living  man  :  hoping  to  keep  so,  for  a  year  or  two :  he 
sang  it  through. 

And,  by  the  bye,  a  most  unlooked-for  incident  occurred,  just 
as  he  finislied  the  last  verse. 

There  was  a  tap  at  the  door ;  and  a  man  came  staggering  in, 

without  saying  with  your  leave,  or  by  your  leave,  with  some- 
thing heavy  on  his  head.  Setting  this  down  in  the  middle  of 

the  tjtble,  symmetrically  in  the  centre  of  the  nuts  and  ajjples, 
he  said :  — 

"  Mr.  Tackleton's  compliments,  and  as  he  hasn't  got  no  use 
for  the  cake  himself,  p'raps  you'll  eat  it." 

And  with  those  words,  he  walked  off. 
There  was  some  surprise  among  the  company,  as  you  may 

imagine.  Mrs.  Fielding,  being  a  lady  of  infinite  discernment, 
suggested  that  the  cake  was  poisoned,  and  related  a  narrative 
of  a  cake,  which,  within  her  knowledge,  had  turned  a  seminary 
for  young  ladies,  blue.  But  she  was  overruled  by  acclamation ; 
and  the  cake  was  cut  by  May,  with  much  ceremony  and  rejoic- 
ing. 

I  don't  think  any  one  had  tasted  it,  when  there  came  another 
tap  at  the  door,  and  the  same  man  appeared  again,  having  under 
his  arm  a  vast  brown-paper  parcel. 

*'  Mr.  Tackleton's  compliments,  and  he's  sent  a  few  toys  foi 
the  Babby.     They  ain't  ugly." 

After  the  dehvery  of  which  expressions,  he  retired  again. 
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The  whole  party  would  liave  experienced  great  difficulty  in 
inding  words  for  their  astonishment,  even  if  they  had  had 
,mple  time  to  seek  them.  But  they  had  none  at  all;  for  the 
nessenger  had  scarcely  shut  the  door  behind  him,  when  there 
ame  another  tap,  and  Tackleton  himself  walked  in. 

"  Mrs.  Peerybingle !  "  said  the  Toy-merchant,  hat  in  hand. 
'  I'm  sorry.  I'm  more  sorry  than  I  was  this  morning.  I  have 
lad  time  to  think  of  it.  John  Peerybingle  !  I'm  sour  by  dis- 
josition  ;  but  I  can't  help  being  sweetened,  more  or  less,  by 
;oming  face  to  face  with  such  a  man  as  you.  Caleb !  This 
incouscious  little  nurse  gave  me  a  broken  hint  last  night,  of 
vhich  I  have  found  the  thread.  I  blush  to  think  how  easily  I 
night  have  bound  you  and  your  daughter  to  me ;  and  what  a 
niserable  idiot  I  was,  when  I  took  her  for  one !  Friends,  one 

ind  all,  ray  house  is  very  lonely  to-night.  I  have  not  so  much 
IS  a  Cricket  on  my  Hearth.  I  have  scared  them  aU  away.  Be 

jracious  to  me  ;  let  me  join  this  happy  party  !  " He  was  at  home  in  five  minutes.  You  never  saw  such  a 

ellow.  What  had  he  been  doing  with  himself  all  his  life,  never 
X)  have  known,  before,  his  great  capacity  of  being  jovial!  Or 
vhat  had  the  Fairies  been  doing  with  him,  to  have  efiected  3uch 
i  change ! 

"  John  !  you  won't  send  me  home  this  evening ;  will  you  ? '' 
«rhispered  Dot. 

He  had  been  very  near  it  though  ! 

There  wanted  but  one  living  creature  to  make  the  party  com- 
Dlete ;  and,  in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye,  there  he  was  :  verj' 
:hir3ty  with  hard  nmning,  and  engaged  in  hopeless  endeavour? 
k»  squeeze  his  head  into  a  narrow  pitcher.  He  had  gone  with 

:he  cart  to  its  journey's  end,  verj'  much  disgusted  with  the  ab- 
jence  of  his  master,  and  stupendously  rebellious  to  the  Deputy. 
A.fter  lingering  about  the  stable  for  some  little  time,  vainly  at- 
;empting  to  incite  the  old  horse  to  the  mutinous  act  of  retum- 
jig  on  his  own  account,  he  had  walked  into  the  tap-room  and 
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laid  himself  down  before  the  fire.  But  suddenly  yielding  1 
to  the  conviction  that  the  Deputy  Avas  a  humbug,  and  must  I 
be  abandoned,  he  had  got  up  again,  turned  tail,  and  come  1 
home. 

There  was  a  dance  in  the  evening.      With  which  general 
mention  of  that  recreation,  I  should  have  left  it  alone,  if  I  had  t 
not  some  reason  to  suppose  that  it  was  quite  an  original  dance,  k 
and  one  of  a  most  uncommon  figure.     It  was  formed  in  an  odd  I 
way  ;  in  this  way. 

Edward,  that  sailor- fellow  —  a  good  free  dashing  sort  of  a  fel- 
low he  was  —  had  been  telling  them  various  marvels  concern- 
ing parrots,  and  mines,  and  Mexicans,  and  gold  dust,  when  all 

at  once  he  took  it  in  his  head  to  jump  up  from  his  seat  and 

propose  a  dance  ;  for  Bertha's  harp  was  there,  and  she  had  such 
a  hand  upon  it  as  you  seldom  hear.     Dot  (sly  little  piece  of 
affectation  when  she  chose)  said  her  dancing  days  were  over  ,  / 
think  because  the  Carrier  was  smoking  his  pipe,  and  she  liked 

sitting  by  him,  best.     Mrs.  Fielding  had  no  clioice,  of  course,  | 
but  to  say  her  dancing  days  were  over,  after  that ;  and  every-  ] 
body  said  the  same,  except  May ;  May  was  ready. 

^    -So  May  and  Edward  get  up,  amid  great  applause,  to  dance- 
alone  ;  and  Bertha  plays  her  liveliest  tune. 

Well !  if  you'll  believe  me,  they  have  not  been  dancing  five 
minutes,  when  suddenly  the  Carrier  flings  his  pipe  away,  takes 
Dot  round  the  waist,  dashes  out  into  the  room,  and  starts  off  - 
with  her,  toe  and  heel,  quite  wonderfully.     Tackletou  no  sooner 
sees  this,  than  he  skims  across  to  Mrs.  Fielding,  takes  her  rouna 
the  waist,  and  follows  suit.     Old  Dot  no  sooner  sees  this,  thap 
up  he  is,  all  alive,  whisks  off  Mrs.  Dot  in  the  middle  of  tlie 
dance,  and  is  the  foremost  there.     Caleb  no  sooner  sees  this, 
than  he  clutches  Tilly  Slowboy  by  both   hands  and  goes  off  at  , 
score ;  Miss  Slowboy,  firm  in  the  belief  that  diving  hotly  in  i 
among  the  other  couples,  and  effecting  any  number  of  concus- 

sions with  them,  is  your  only  principle  of  footing  it. 
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Hark !  how  the  Cricket  joins  the  music  with  its  Chirp,  Chirp, 
Jhirp ;  and  how  the  Kettle  hums  ! 

T^r  *  *  -X-  *  *  *  * 

But  what  is  this  !  Even  as  I  listen  to  them,  blithely,  and 
urn  towards  Dot,  for  one  last  glimpse  of  a  little  figure  very 
feasant  to  me,  she  and  the  rest  have  vanished  into  air,  and  I 
,m  left  alone.  A  Cricket  sings  upon  the  Hearth  ;  a  broken 

hild's-toy  lies  upon  the  ground  ;  and  nothing  else  remains. 





EXPLANATORY  NOTES 

Cage  3.  Carol :  A  song  or  ballad  of  rejoicing,  usually  sung  by 
choruses  of  children  at  the  Christmas  and  Easter  festivals.  Christ- 

mas carols  are  commemorative  of  that  first  Christmas  song  sung 
by  the  angels  at  the  birth  of  Christ.  In  the  early  days  of  the 
Christian  Church  the  bishops  and  clergy  were  accustomed  to  sing 
carols,  play  games,  and  indulge  in  other  festivities  on  Christmas 
Day.  On  page  11  are  the  opening  lines  of  a  favorite  and  beautiful 
English  carol. 

Page  3.  Stave  :  A  con-uption  of  the  plural  of  staff.  Used  here 
in  the  sense  of  stanza  or  metrical  division.  (As  a  carol  is  a  poem 
divided  into  stanzas,  so  Dickens's  Ctiristmas  Carol  in  prose  has  its 
divisions  or  staves.)  * 

Page  3.  'Change :  Contraction  for  erchange,  and  it  refers  to  the 
Royal  Exchange  in  London,  a  building  tlevoted  to  the  vast  interests 
of  commerce.  The  chief  business  hours  are  from  3.30  to  4.30  p.m., 
and  the  most  important  days  are  Tuesdays  and  Fridays.  The  ex- 

pression here  used  is  equivalent  to  saying  that  Scrooge's  business credit  was  excellent. 

Page  4.  Saint  Paul's  Churchyard:  An  irregular  street  enclosing 
Saint  Paul's  Cathedral.  In  early  times  most  of  the  buildings  in  the 
Churchyard  were  coffee-houses  frequented  by  authors  and  pub- 

lishers, or  occupied  by  stationers  (the  publishers  of  that  day). 
Among  the  frequenters  of  the  coffee-houses  may  be  mentioned  Dr. 
Johnson  and  Oliver  Goldsmith,  and  it  is  of  interest  to  know  that 

here  were  published  many  of  Shakespeare's  plays. 
Page  8.  '  Bedlam:  A  corruption  of  ̂ e^/iZe/tem.  Its  present  use  is 

derived  from  the  fact  that  the  Hospital  of  Saint  Mary  of  Bethlehem 
in  London  was  used  as  an  asylum  for  lunatics  —  hence  bedlam  be- 

came synonymous  with  madhouse. 
Page  9.  Union  workhouse  :  This  is  a  workhouse  supported  and 

governed  by  a  union  of  two  or  more  parishes.  The  early  life  of 
Oliver  Twist  was  spent  in  a  union  workhouse. 

Page  9.  Treadmill :  Here  a  name  givea  t*  apfikiiices  used  in 
certain  prisons  for  punishment. 
o  i93 
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Page  9.  Poor  Law  :  By  this  term  is  understood  all  the  laws 
passed  by  Parliament  governing  the  relief  of  the  poor,  and  also  the 
management  of  the  money  contributed  for  such  purposes. 

Page  10.  Links :  Torclies  made  of  tow  and  pitch,  and  carried 

about  by  "link-boys,"  as  they  were  called.  Before  the  days  of  gas, 
links  were  very  common  in  Great  Britain,  and  they  are  still  used  in 
London  in  the  dense  fogs  so  prevalent  in  that  city. 

Page  11.  Lord  Mayor:  Chief  Executive  oflBcer  of  the  Corpora- 

tion of  the  City  of  London.  'J'he  office  is  many  centuries  old,  '•  u 
mayor  of  London  "  being  mentioned  in  a  deed  of  1193  still  pre- 

served at  Saint  Paul's. 
Page  11.  Mansion  House:  The  official  residence  of  the  Lord 

Mayor  during  his  year  of  service.  In  its  principal  room,  called  tbe 
Egyptian  Hall,  ne  gives  the  various  civic  banquets  and  balls 
required  by  his  official  position.  The  building  is  not  far  from 

Saint  Paul's  Cathedral,  and  is  situated  in  the  Pouitry,  so  calleil 
because  it  was  once  the  "street  of  poulterers." 

Page  11.     Saint  Dunstan  :  Son  of  a  Saxon  noble,  born  about  924,  ( 
and  educated  at  the  Abbey  of   Glastonbury  and  at  the  court  of  j 
Athelstan.      He  became  a  monk,   and   afterward,   Archbishop  of  1 
Canterbury.     He  was  for  his  time  a  line  scholar,  a  shrewd  states- 

man, and  an  artist  of   no  mean  ability,  being  a  painter,  a  nmsi- 
cian,  and  a  skilled  worker  in  metals.     The  allusion  in  tlie  Carol 
refers  to  an  old  legend  which  tells  how  Saint  Dunstan  was  tempted, 
while  working  at  his  forge,  by  the  Devil  in  the  form  of  a  beauti- 

ful woman.     The  storj-  says  that  with  his  red-hot  tongs  he  seized 
the  evil  spirit  by  tlie  nose. 

Page  12.  Half-a-crown  :  A  crown  is  a  coin  so  called  because  it 
bears  upon  one  side  the  representation  of  a  crowned  head  or  mon- 

arch. The  Ihiglish  crown  is  worth  five  shillings,  or  S1.22  in 
United  States  money.     Half-a-crown  is  half  the  value  of  a  crown. 
Page  12.  Cornhill  :  A  crowded  thoroughfare  in  London,  which 

takes  its  name  from  the  fact  that  a  corn  market  used  to  be  held 

there.  It  leads  from  the  Poultrj-,  where  the  Mansioi;  House  is, 
to  Leadenhall  Street,  and  right  past  the  Exchange  on  its  south 
side. 

Page  12.  Camden  Town :  In  its  early  histoiy  a  small  village 
outside  and  to  the  north  of  London,  now  one  of  the  districts  of  the 

city  itself.  During  Charles  Dickens's  youth,  and  while  his  father 
was  financially  embarrassed,  the  Dickens  family  lived  in  Camden 
Town. 

Page  14.     Coach-and-six :  To  drive  a  coach-^ind-six  through  an 
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ict  of  Parliament  is  equivalent  to  saying  that  such  an  act  is  so , 
loc'sely  or  poorly  constructed  that  it  can  easily  be  made  inoperative. 

r.vGE  14.  Splinter-bar:  A  cross  bar  in  front  of  a  vehicle  to 
wliii:h  the  traces  of  the  horses  are  attached.  Also  called  a  whiffle- 
U'l  f  or  a  swin^letree. 

TAfiE  15.  butch  merchant :  Many  Dutch  traders  came  to 

Eimland  from  Holland  with  'William  of  Orange,  who  with  his 
witc,  Mary,  tlie  daughter  of  James  II.,  became  sovereign  of  England 
after  the  Revolution  of  1688-1689. 

Page  15.     Prophet's  rod  :  Read  Exodus  vii.  1-1-3. 
Page  20.  Ward:  The  City  Proper,  which  is  only  a  very  smaU 

part  of  London,  is  divided  into  twenty-six  wards,  each  of  which 
has  its  officers  to  whom  are  intrusted  all  mattere  pertaining  to  the 
peace  and  safety  of  the  inhabitants.  It  was  this  official  body  to 
•which  Dickens  referred. 

Page  21.  Wise  Men :  According  to  St.  Matthew,  ii.  1,  2,  wise 
men,  led  by  the  Star  of  Bethlehem,  came  from  the  East  to  Jeru- 

salem to'  do  honor  to  the  infant  Saviour.  In  a  tradition  of  the 
second  century  they  are  said  to  have  been  kinss,  and  later  the 
names  Melchior,  Kaspar,  and  Balthazar  became  attached  to  them. 
They  are  known  as  the  magi,  the  TJiree  Kings,  and  the  Wife 
Men.     In  paintings  the  youngest  of  them  is  represented  as  a  Moor. 

Page  25.  First  of  Exchange  :  Bills  of  exchange  are  often  issued 
in  sets  of  three,  called  the  first,  second,  and  third  of  exchange. 
They  are  sent  at  different  times,  and  the  one  reaching  its  destina- 

tion first  is  paid,  the  others  becoming  worthless. 

Page  25.  United  States'  security :  Dickens  wrote  this  at  a  time 
when  in  England  the  financial  credit  of  the  United  States  was  poor, 
owing  to  the  repudiation  of  their  bonds  by  certain  of  the  states. 

Page  30.  Deal  forms  :  Long  benches  used  in  English  schools 
and  made  of  deal  or  the  wood  of  the  fir  tree,  sometimes  called  in 
EnLsland  the  deal  tree. 

PAfiE  30.    Ali  Baba:   Is  the  poor  wood-carrier  in  The  Forty 
Thieves,  a  story  of  the  Arabian  Nights.    It  was  Ali  Baba  who 

i  learned  by  accident  the  magical  words,  "  Open,  Sesame,"  and  so 
obtained  entrance  to  the  robbers'  cave. 

Page  30.     Valentine  and  Orson :  An  old  romance  first  printed 
about  1495,  tells  the  story  of  these  twin  brothers,  who  were  born  in 
a  forest.     One  of  them,  Orson,  was  carried  off  by  a  bear  and  be- 

I  came  rough  and  uncouth.     The  other,  Valentine,  was  taken  away 
j  by  his  uncle.  King  Pepin,  and  grew  up  amid  the  refinement  an^ 
I  luxury  of  the  court. 
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Page  30.    What's  his  name  ? :  Is  Bedreddin  Hassan  in  one  ol 
me.  tales  of  the  Arabian  Nights. 

Page  30.  Sultan's  Groom :  Is  the  hump-backed  groom  of  the 
Sultan  who  was  prevented  by  genii  from  marrying  that  princess, 

who  afterward  became  the  wife  of  the  Bedreddin  already  refei-red to. 

Page  35.  Sir  Roger  de  Coverley :  An  English  country  dance  cor- 
responding to  the  Virginia  Reel,  and  was  so  named  from  Sir  Roger 

de  Coverley,  one  of  the  members  of  the  club  under  whose  direction 
the  Spectator  was  professedly  published. 

Page  45.  Twelfth-cakes :  Twelfth  day,  or  the  Epiphany,  is  S'  > 
called  because  it  occurs  twelve  days  after  Christmas,  or  on  January 
6th.  The  object  of  the  festival,  which  is  next  to  that  of  Christ- 

mas in  popularity,  is  to  do  honor  to  the  Wise  Men,  as  the  first  of 
the  pagans  to  whom  the  birth  of  the  Saviour  was  announced, — 
Epiphany  meaning  manifestation  or  appearance.  Twelfth-cakes 
are  prepared  for  the  festivities  of  Twelfth-Night,  into  each  cake  a 
bean  being  introduced.  The  cake  being  divided  by  lot,  whoever 
receives  the  piece  containing  the  bean,  is  bean-king,  or  master  of 
ceremonies. 

Page  45.     Giant :  Santa  Claus. 

Page  45.  Plenty's  horn  :  Ceres,  the  goddess  of  agriculture,  ;.s 
represented  as  bearing  under  her  left  arm  a  ram's  horn  filled  with 
flowers  and  fruit :  hence  horn  of  plenty  or  cornucopia  (j:ornu  = 
horn,  copia  =  plenty). 

Page  47.  Norfolk  Bif&ns :  Fine  cooking-apples,  red  in  color, 
produced  in  England,  especially  in  the  county  of  Norfolk. 

Page  50.  Bob  :  A  slang  term  for  a  shilling,  which  is  about 
24  cents  in  United  States  money 

Page  53.  Half-a-quartem  :  Quartern  is  one-fourth  of  a  pint,  oi 
a  gill.     Half-a-quartern  =  ? 

Page  64.  Whitechapel :  A  district  in  London  inhabited  princi 
pally  by  artisans. 
Page  85.  Laocoon  :  A  Trojan  pi'iest  of  Apollo,  who,  with  h's 

two  young  sons,  was  enveloped  and  bitten  to  deaLh  by  serpents, 
which  came  up  out  of  the  sea.  A  famous  group  in  marble,  repre- 

senting the  serpents  coiled  about  their  victims,  was  sculptured  in 
tlie  fifth  century,  discovered  in  1506,  and  is  now  in  the  Vatican  at 
Rome. 

Page  87.  Walk-er ! :  A  slang  terra  expressing  surprise  and  dis- 
belief. 

Page  87.     Joe  Miller :  A  comic  actor  in  London  at  the  begin- 
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ling  of  the  eighteenth  centurj'.  He  was  famous  for  his  witty 
ayings.  After  his  death  a  book  was  published  by  a  play-writei 
,nd  called  the  "  Joe  Miller  Jest  Book." 
Page  90.  Royal  George :  Was  a  British  man-of-war,  which 

vas  sunk  off  Spiihead  in  August,  1792,  while  undergoing  repairs. 
Jy  the  use  of  gunpowder  ignited  by  electricity,  parts  of  the  vessel 
vere  brought  to  the  surface  between  the  years  183l)  and  1842. 
Page  li)3.  Will  of  the  Wisp :  A  meteoric  light  which  sonie- 

imes  appears  in  summer  or  autumn  nights  and  fliis  about  just 
-bove  the  surface  of  the  earth.  It  is  seen  chiefly  in  swampy  places 
?here  there  is  stagnant  water,  and  is  supposed  to  be  caused  by 
pontaneous  combustion  of  gases. 
Page  108.     The  Old  Gentleman :  The  Devil. 

Page  127.  Lord  Chamberlain :  The  sixth  ofiQcer  ("in  impor- 
ance)  of  the  crown.  Among  his  duties  are  those  of  attending  upon 
he  King  at  bis  coronation,  upon  peers  at  their  creation,  and  upon 
ishops  wlien  they  perform  tlaeir  homage.  He  also  has  the  care  of 
he  ancient  Palace  of  Westminster,  and  must  make  provision  for 
he  proper  furnishings  of  the  Houses  of  Parliament  and  Westmin- 
ter  Hall  upon  great  occasions. 
Page  129.  Bacchanalian  :  Festivities  where  jolly  good  fellow- 

hip  prevails,  particularly  if  they  are  somewhat  noisy  and 
ccompanied  by  much  wine-drinking.  The  word  is  derived  from 
Jacchus,  the  name  of  the  god  of  wine.  A  Bacchanalian  song  is  a 
rinking-song. 
Page  136.  Turnpike  Trust  Corporation  In  charge  of  a  tum- 

ike  or  road  kept  in  order  by  iLeans  of  toll  collected  from  travel- 
ers, cattle,  and  vehicles  of  all  kinds. 

Page  142.  Great  Pyramid :  The  largest  of  the  pyramids  of 
ihizeh  near  Cairo,  Egypt.  It  was  built  by  or  for  King  Khufu 
Cheops),  and  is  sometimes  called  the  Pyramid  of  Cheops. 
Page  151.  Welsh  Giant :  The  original  of  the  giant  in  the  story 

f  Jack  the  Giant  Killer. 
Page  173.  Saint  Vitus  :  Was  a  saint  of  the  early  Roman  Church 

7ho  suffered  martyrdom.  It  was  believed  in  some  places  in  Ger- 
aany  that  a  person  could  secure  good  health  for  the  year  to  come 
y  dancing  before  his  image,  and  presenting  gifts  to  the  saint  upon 
is  festival,  which  occurs  on  June  loth.  Hence  Saint  Vitus's  dance 
ecame  confounded  with  a  nervous  disorder  which  the  saint  was 
ivoked  to  cure. 
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^on^ellow's     Courtship    of    Miles     Standish,     and    Minor 

Foems.      Edited    by   "W.    D.    Howe,    Butler   College,    In- cliannnoHs.   Trd. 
Longfellow's    Evang'elinr..     Edited    by    Lewis    B.    Semplb, 

Commprcial    Hisrh    School,    Brookiyn,    N.    Y. 

Longfellow's  The  Song*  of  Hiawathc.  "Edited  by  Elizabeth 
J    "^•'LBMiNQ,  T'='aohers'   Training  Schocl,   Baltimore,   Md. 
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tongrfellow's   Tales    of   a   Wayside   inn.     Eaited   by   -T    H  ' Cattleman. 

Lowell's   Vision    of    Sir    Iiannfal.      Edited   by    Herbert   E. 
Bates,  Manual  Training  High  School,  Brooklyn,  N.  Y, 

JMacaulay's  Essay  on  Addison.     Edited   by  C.   W.   French, 
Principal    of    Hyde    Park    High    School,    Chicago,    111. 

Jttacaulay's   Essay  on  Clive.     Edited  by   J.  W.   Pearce,   As- 
sistant  Professor   of   English    in   Tulane   University. 

Macau  T-y's  Essay  on  Jolinson.     Edited  by  William  Schut- 
LEi.,   Assistant  Principal  of  the  St.  Louis  High  School. ' 

Macaula./'s  Essay  on  Milton.     Edited  by  C.  W.   French. 
Macaulay's   Essay   on   Warren   Hastings.     Edited   by  Mrs 

M.   J.   Frick,   Los   Angeles,   Cal. 

Slacanlay's    Iiays    of    Ancient    Some,    and    other    Foems. 
Edited     by     Franklin     T.     Baker,     Teachers    College* 
Columbia    University. 

ICalory's   Morte   d' Arthur    (Selections).     Edited   by  D.   "W". SWIGGETT. 

Memorable  Fassagres  from  the  Bible   (Authorized  Version). 
Selected   and  edited  bj'^  Fred  Newton   Scott,   Professor 
of  Rhetoric   in   the   University   of  Michigan. 

Milton's    Comus,    Iiycidas,    and    other    Foems.      Edited   by Samuel  E.   Allen. 
Milton's  Paradise  Iiost..  Books  I  and  IZ.     Edited  by  W.  I. 

Crane. 

Old  Eng-lish  Ballads.     Edited  by  William  D.  Armbs,  of  the 
University  of  California. 

Old  Testament  Selections.     Edited  by  F.  N.  Scott. 
Oral  Eng-lish.     Selections.  Preparing. 
Out  of  the  Northland.     Edited   by  Emilib  Kip  Baker. 
Falprave's    Golden    Treasury   of   Song's   and   lyrics. 
Parkman's  Oreg-on  Trail.    Edited  by  C.  H.  J.  Douglas. 
Plutarch's  Iiives  of   Caesar,   Brutus,   and  Antony.     Edited 

by    Martha    Brier,    Polvtechnic   High    School,    Oakland, 
Cal. 

Poems,   Narrative   and  Iiyrical.     Edited  by   Robert   P.   St. 
John. 

Poe's  Foems.     Edited  by  Charles  W.  Kent,  University  of 
Virginia. 

Poe's  Frose  Tales.     Selections. 
Pope's  Pomer's  Clad.     Books  I,  VI,  XXH,  SXIV.     Edited 

by  Ai  3ERT  Smyth,  Head  Professor  of  Enelish  uanguapf- 
and  Literature.  Central  High  School.  Philadelphia,  Pa. 

Pone's  Power's  Tiad.  Complete.  Edited  by  C.  E.  Rhodes. 
Pope's    Homer's    Odyssey.      Edited    by    E.    S.    and    Waldo Shu  M  WAV. 

Pope's   The  Bape   of  the   I^ock.     Edited  by   Elizabeth  M, 
King. 

Christina     Sossetti's      Foems.        Selections.        Edited     by 
Chart  i->     Vt^li,   Bt'rkf,. 

Vnskin's  Crown  of  Wild  Olive  and  the  Queen  of  the  Air* 
Edited  by  W.  F.  Melton. 
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ftoBldn's  Seflame  and  Iiilles  and  The  King  ot  the  Ctoldan 
Kivei;.      Edited    by    Heubeui'    E.    Bates. 

Scott's  Ivanhoe.     Edited  by  Alfred  M.  Hitchcock. 
Scott's  Kenilw^orth.     Edited  by  J.  H.  Castleman. 
Scott's  Ziady  of  the  Iiake.     Edited  by  Elizabeth  A.  Pack- ard. 

Scott'b   Iiay    of  the   Iiast   Minstrel.      Edited   by    Ralph   H. Bowles^ 
Scott's   Marmion.      Edited   by   George   B.    Aiton,    State   In- spector  of   High    Schools   for   Minnesota. 
Scott's    Quentin    Dnrward.      Edited   by   Arthur   Llewellyn 

En'O,   Instructor  in  the  University  of  Illinois. 
Scott's    The    Talisman.      Edited    by    Frederick    Tbbudlbt. State  Normal   College,   Ohio   University. 
Select  Orations.     Edited  by  A.  M.  Hall. 
Selected  Poems  for  Seqtiired  Seading'  in  Secondary  Schools, 

Edited  by  H.  N.  Boyxton. 
Shakespeare's  As  You  Iiike  It.     Edited  by  Charles  Robee» Gaston. 
Shakespeare's  Hamlet.     Edited  by  L.  A.  Sherman,  Professor of   English   Literature   in   the  University   of   Nebraska, 
Shakespeare's  Henry  V.     Edited  by  Ralph  Hartt  Bowles, Phillips   Exeter   Academy,   Exeter,   N.    H. 
Shakespeare's   jT3''ius   Caesar.     Edited  by  George  "W.   Hdp- FouD  and   L  G.    Hcfford,   High   School,   Indianapolis, 

Tnd. 
Shakespeare's  Kin      Iiear.     Edited  by  Philo  M.   Buck. 
Shakespeare's   Macbeth.      Edited   by   C.    "W.    French. 
Shakespeare's   Merchant   of  Venice.     Edited   by   Charlottm W.   U.vderwood.   Lewis   Institute,   Chicago,   111. 
Shakespeare's  Midsummer  Nig'ht's  Bream.     Edited  by  B.  C. Notes. 
Shakespeare's   Sichard   H.      Edited   by   James   Hugh   Mof» FATT. 

Shakespeare's  The  Tempe?,t.     Edited  by  S.  C.  Newson. 
S3»akaspeare's     Twelfth     Niglil;.       Edited     bv     Edward    P. Morton. 
Shelley    and    Keats    Poems.     Selections.     Edited    by    S.    C. 

Newson. 
Sheridan's  The  Hivals,  and  The  School  for  Scandal.    Edited 

bv    "U'.    D.    Howe. Short  Stories.     A  Collection.    Edited  by  L.  A.  Pittengek. 
Southern  Orators.     Edited  by  J.  H.  McCoNNttLL. 
Southern   Poets.     Selections.     Edited   by   W.   L.   Webee. 
Spenser's  Paerie  Queene,  Book  X.     Edited  by  George  Arm- 

strong  'WIauchope,   Professor  of  Engl'sh   in   the  South CarriHna    College. 
Stevenson's  Kidnapped.     Edited  by  John  Thojipson  Brown. 
Stevenson's  Master  of  Ballantrae.     Edited- by  H.  A.  Whitb. 
Stevenson's  Travels  with  a  Donkey  and  an  Inland  Voyape. 

Edited  by  W.  L.  Cross. 
Stevenson's    Treasure    Island.      Edited    bj-    H.    A.    Vanc» Professor  of  English   in   the   University  ot  NaabvilU 
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Swift's  Gulliver's   Travels.     Edited  by  Clifton  Johnsoit. 
Tennyson's   Idylls   of    the    Xing'.      Edited    by   Chablss    W^ French. 

Tennyson's  In  Memoriam.     Edited  by  J.  W.  Peaece. 
Tennyson's     Shorter    Foem^.       Edited    by    Charles     Rbao Nutter. 

Tennyson's  The  Princess.     Edited  by  Wilson   Farband. 
Thackeray's  Henry  Esmond.     Edited  by  John  Bell  Hennh- 

MAN,    University   of   the   South,    Sewanee,    Tenn. 
Thaokeray's  English  Sumorists.     Edited  by  J.  C.   Casxlk° man. 

Thorean's  Walden.     Edited  by  Bxeon  Ries. 
Trevelyan's   Iiife   of   IMCacanlay.     Selections.  Preparing. 
Virgil's    Aeneid.       Translated    by    Conington.       Edited    by Edgar  S.  Shumway. 

"Washington's  Farewell  Address,  and  Webster's  First  Bim> ker  Hill  Oration.     Edited   by  William   T.   Peck. 
Whlttler's  Snowboxind  and  other  Early  Foems.     Edited  by A.  L.  BouTON. 

John   Woolman's   JoumaL    
Wordsworth's  Shorter  Foems.     Edited  by  EDWAsn  '^UKMt 










































